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ROSMEllSHOLM 

INTRODUCTION 

No one who ever saw Henrik Ibsen, in his later 
years at any rate, could doubt that he was a born 
^istoerat.' It is said that a change came over his 
appearance and manner after the publication of Brand 
—that ho then put ofE the Dohemian and put on the 
reserved, correct, punctilious man-oi-the-world. When 
I first saw him in 1881, lie had the air of a polished 
salesman #r diplomatist. Distinction was the note of 
his personality. So early as 1872, he had written to 
George Brandcs, who was then involved in one of his 
many controversies, Ho dignified ! Dignity is the 
only weapon against such assaults.” His actual words, 
Vesr Fornem! mean, literally translated, *‘.J5e dUtin- 
giiishcd ! No democratic movement which implied 
a levelling d^wn, could ever command Ibsen’s sym¬ 
pathy. He was a leveller up, or nothing. 

This deep-rooted trait in his character found its 
supreme expression in ^osmershohn. 

One of his first remarks (to Brandes, January 3, 
IBS’S) after the storm had broken out over (r^ostawas: 
“ I feel most painfully affected by the crudity, the 
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plebeian element in all our pifblic discussion. The 
very praiseworthy attempt to make of our people a 
democratic community has inadvertently gone a good 
way towards making us a plebeian community. Dis¬ 
tinction of soul seems to be on the decline at home.” 
The same trend of thought makes itself fe'it again 
and again in Dr. Stockmann’s great speech in the 
fourth act of -d/i Enemy of the People / but it appears 
only incidentally in that play, and not at all in The 
Wild Duck. It was a visit which he paid to Norway 
in the summer of 1885 that brought the need for 
“ennoblement” of character into the foreground of 
his thought, and inspired him with the idea of Roe- 
jnersholw. “ Since ho had last been home,’’ writes 
Henrik Jeeger, “ the great political battle had been 
fought out, and had left behind it a fanaticism and 
bitterness of spirit which astounded him. He wa:^ 
struck by the brutality of the prevailing tone ; he felt 
himself painfully alfccicdby the rancorous and vulgar 
personalities which drowned all rational discussion of 
the principles at stake ; and he observed with sorrow 
the many enmities to which the contest had^ven rise. 

. . . On the whole, he received the impression—as he 
remarked in conversation—that Norway was inhabited, 
not by two million human beings, but by two million 
cats and dogs. This impression has recorded itself in 
-the picture of party divisions presented in Rosmere- 
holm. The bitterness of the vanquished is admirably 
embodied in Beotor Kroll; while the victors’ craven 
reluctance to speak out their whole hearts is excel¬ 
lently characterised in the freethinker and oppor¬ 
tunist, Mortensg&:d.”‘ * 

What was this great political battle,” the echoes 
of which reverberate through Rosmersholm f Though 
a knowledge of its details is Ih no way essential to 
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tho comprcheoBion of the play, the following account i 
of it may not be out of place. 

The Norw«.gian constitution of 1814 gave the King 
of Norway and Sweden a suspensive veto on tho 
enactments of tho Norwegian Storthing or Porlin- 
mclnt, but provided that a bill passed by three succes¬ 
sive triennial Storthings should become law without 
the Boyal .assent. This arrangement worked well 
enough imtil about 1870, when tho Liberal party 
became alive to a haw in the Constitution. The whole ‘ 
legislative and financial power was vested in the 
Storthing ; but the iMinisters had no seats in it and 
acknowledged no responsibility save to the King. 
Thus tho overwhelming Liberal majority in the 
Storthing found itself baulked at every turn by a 
Conservative ministry, over which it had no effective 
control. In 1872, a Lill enacting that Ministers 
should sit in the Storthing was passed by 80 votes to 
29, and was vetoed by the King. It was passed again 
and again by successive Storthings, the last time by 
J)3 votes to 20 ; but now 'King Oscar came forward 
with a declaration that< on matters affecting the Con¬ 
stitution his veto was not suspensive, but absolute, and 
once more vetoed tho Bill. This measure was met by 
the Storthing with a resolution (June 9,1880) tlint the 
Act had became law in spite of the veto. The King 
ignored the resolution, and, by the advice of his 
Ministers,^laimed an absolute veto, not only on con¬ 
stitutional qu -stious, but on measures of supply. Then 
the Storthing adopted the last resource provided by 
the Constitution : it impeached the Ministers before 
the Supreme Court qf the kingdom. Political rancour 
i^n incredibly high, and there was a gi eat final tus&Ie 

I Condensed from af article in the Fortnightly Rtview^ 
Septeiuber 1885. 
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over the composition of the Supreme Court; but the 
Liberals were masters of the situation, and carried all 
before them. One by one the Ministers were dis¬ 
missed from ofRce and fined, The King ostentatiously 
testified his sympathy with them, and selected a new 
Ministry from the Ijxtreme Right. They faded to 
carry on the government of the country, and matters 
were at a deadlock. At last, however, King lOscar 
gave way. On June 2G, 1884, he sent for Johan 
Sverdrup, the statesman who for a quarter of a cen¬ 
tury had guided the counsels of the Liberal party. 
Sverdrup consented to form a Ministry, and the 
battle ended in a Liberal victory along the whole 
line. 

Ten years elapsed between Ibsen’s hegira of 18C4 
and his first brief return to his native land. Before 
bis second visit eleven more years intervened ; and 
during the summer of 1885, which he spent for the 
most part at Moldc, he found the air still quivering 
with the rancours begotten of the great struggle. In 
a speech which he addressed to a meeting of work¬ 
men at Trondhjem (Juno 14, 1885) he said«i4bat the 
years of his absence had brought “ immense progress 
in most directions," bat that he was disappointed to 
observe that “the most indispensable individual 
rights were far less secured than he hafi hoped and 
expected to find them under the new order of things.’’ 
He found neither freedom of thought nor freedom of 
speech beyond a limit arbitrarily fixed by the domi-' 
nant majority. “ There remains much to be done," he 
continued, “ before we can be said to have attained 
real liberty. But I fear that ouj* present democracy 
will not be equal to the task. An element of nobility 
must be introduced into our national life, into our 
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Parliament, and into our X^rcss. Of course it is not 
nobility of birth that I am thinking of, nor of money, 
nor yet of knowledge, nor oven of ability and talent: 

1 am thinking of nobility of character, of will, of 
soul.’’ 

When he spoke these words he had been little more 
than a week in Norway ; but it is clear that 
iwlm was already gorminating in his mind. 

On fiis return to Munich he began to think oiit the 
play, and on February 14, 1886, he wrote to Carl 
Snoilsky, the Swedish poet; “ I am much taken up 
with .1 new play, which I have long had in mind, and 
for which I made careful studies during my visit to 
Norway.” Tt may be mentioned that Ibsen had met 
Snoilsky at Molds during the previous summer, and 
that they hud seen a good deal of each other. The 
^manuscript of Rosmersholm was sent to the printers 
at the end of September 1886, and a letter to Hegel 
accompanied it in which Ibsen said : So far as 1 
can see, the play is not likely to call forth attacks 
from any quarter; but I hope it will lead to lively 
discussioi^ 1 look for this e.specially in Sweden.” 
Why in Sweden ? Perhaps because, as wo shall sea 
presently, the story was partly suggested by a recent 
episode in Swedish social history. Before proceeding 
to the question of origins, however, I may quote the 
only other reference to the pLay, of any importance, 
which occurs in Ibsen’s letters. The chairman of a 
dcbating-cldb in Christiania had addressed to the 
poet a letter on behalf of the club, which apparently 
contained some question or suggestion as to tho 
tundamental idea of tho play. Ibsen’s answer was 
d.ated Munich, February 13, 1887. “ The call to 
wirk," he said, “ is certainly distinguishable through- 



Xll 


ROflWTRnSHOLM. 


out Rosmersholm. ]$ut the play also deals with the 
Btruggle with himself which every scrious-mmded 
man must face in order to bring his life into harmony 
with his convictions. For the diiferent spiritual 
functions do not develop evenly and side by side in 
any given human being. The acquisitive instinct 
hastens on from conquest to conquest. The moral 
consciousness, the ' conscience,’ on the other hand, is 
very conservative. It has deep roots in tradition and 
the past generally. Hence arises the conflict in the 
individual. But first and foremost, of course, the 
play is a creative work, dealing with human beings 
and human destinies.” 

Dr. G eofge Brandes is our authority for associating 
Rosmersholm with the social episode above alluded 
to—an episode which came within Ibsen's ken just 
W’hile the play was in process of gestation. A Swedish 
nobleman, personally known to Ibsen, and remarkable 
for that amenity and distinption of manner wdiicli lie 
attributes to Bosmei. hid beet, unhappily married to 
a lady who shared ncAc of hi^ interests, and was in¬ 
tellectually quite unsympathetic to him. ]Cuch mo^e 
sympathetic was a female relative of his wife’s, 
'i'he relation between them attracted attention, and 
(as in Rosmersholm) was the subject of venomous 
paragraphs in the loca Press. Count Slank left his 
home and went abroad, was joined bj the sympathetic 
cousin, resigned the high office whicl he held in his 
native country, and r ^tornod to his wif^ the fortujie 
she had brought him. IShortl 3 ’ afterwards the Countess 
died of consumption, which was, of course, supposed 
to have been acoeler?ted by her husband’s misconduct. 
The use that Ibsen r lade of this unhappy story affords 
a perfect example of the woiking-up of raw match'ial 
in the factory of g uius. Not' one of the traits that 
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constitute the originality and greatness of the play is 
to be found in the actual circumstances. Ho re¬ 
modelled the whole episode ; it was plastic as a sculp¬ 
tor’s clay in his hands ; but doubtless it did give him 
something to seize upon and ro-create. For the cha¬ 
racter of Kebecca, it is believed (on rather inadequate 
grounds, it seems to me) that Ibsen borrowed some 
traits ^om Charlotte Stieglitz, who committed .suicide 
in 1834, in the vain hope of stimulating the intellectual 
activity of ' her husband, a minor poet.* For Ulric 
Ilrendel,Dr. Brahm relates that Ibsen found a model in 
an eccentric “ dream-genius ” known to him in Italy, 
who created only in his mind, and despised writing. But 
Bren del is so clearly a piece of the poet’s own “ devil¬ 
ment ” as he used to call it, that it is rather idle to 
look for his “ original.*’ The scene of the play is 
^aid to have been suggested to Ibsen by an old 
family seat near Moldo. Be this as it may, Dr. 
Brandes is certainly mistaken in declaring that there 
is no such castle*’ as Bosmersholm iiiNorw!iy, and 
thcnco arguing that Ibsen had begun to write for a 
fiosmopoiy^an rather than a Norwegian audience. 
Bosmersholm is not a “ castle ” at all ; and old 
houses such as Ibsen describes are far from un¬ 
common. 

Published«n November 23,1886, Rosmtrsliolm was 
first acted in Bergen in January 1887, in Gothenburg 
in March, in Christiania and Stockholm not till April, 
Copenhagofl did not see it until November 1887, when 
it was acted by a Swedish travelling company. Its 
first production in Germany took place at Augsburg in 
April 1887, the poet himself being present. It was 

* See note (in the Norwegian and German editions) to 
Ifcen's Letters^ No. 146. As to Charlotte Stieglit'a, sec Branded 
Mein Currents in Nineteenth Century Literature^ vol. vi, 
p. 396 (London, Ileineminn, 1905), 
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produced in Berlin in May 1887, in Vienna not till May 
1893. There are few of the leading German theatres 
whore it has not been acted, and has not taken a more 
or loss prominent place in the repertory. Tn (Germany 
indeed (though not elsewhere) it seems to rank 
among Ibsen’s most popular works. Tn London 
lioimersholm was first acted at the Vaudeville Theatre 
on February 23, 1891, Mr. F. R. Benson ,playing 
Rosmer, and Miss Florence Farr, Rebecca. Four per¬ 
formances of it were given at the Opera Coniiquo in 
1803, with Mr. Lewis Waller as Rosmer, and Mis-s 
Elizabeth Robins as Rebecca. Tn 1892, a writer who 
adopted the pseudonym of “ Austin Fryers ” produced, 
at the Globe Theatre, a play called BcaUi^ which 
purported to be a “prologue” to RosmersJiolni —the 
drama which Ib.son (perversely in{ Mr. Fryers* judg¬ 
ment) chose to narrate instead of exhibiting it in 
action. Not until 1893 was Rosmersliolm produced 
in Paris, by the company entitled “ L’QSuvre,” under 
the direction of M. Lugnfi Pee. This company after¬ 
wards acted it in London sind in many other citics-r- 
Binong the rest in Christiania. In Italy/Eleonora 
Duse has recently added the play to her repertory, 
with scenery designed by Mr. Gordon Craig. 1 hove 
no record of any American production. 

With Rosmcrsholm we reach the end'of the series 
of social dramas which began seventeen years earlier 
with The League of Youth. In all these plays the 
individual is treated, more or less explicitly, as a social 
unit, a member of a class, an example of some col¬ 
lective characteristic, or a victim of some collective 
superstition, injustice or stupidity. The plays which 
follow, on the other hand, beginning with The Lady 
from the Sea^ are plays of pure psychology. There 
are, no doubt many women l^ke Ellida Wangel or 
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Hodda Gabler ; but it is as individuals, not as mem¬ 
bers of a class, that they interest us ; nor is their'fale 
conditioned, like that of Nora or Mrs. Alving, by 
any social prejudice or pressure. But in Ro&mersholm 
man is still considered as a “political animal." Tho 
play, as wo have seen, actually took its rise as a pro¬ 
test against a morbid condition of the Norwegian 
- public mind, as observed by the poet at a particular 
point of time. George Brandcs, indeed, has very 
justly contended that it ought to rank with An Enemy 
of the Pec^le and The Wild Duck as a direct outcome 
of that momentous incident in Ibsen's career, tho 
fierce attack upon Ghosts. “ Rosmer," says Dr. 
Brandes, “ begins where Stockmann left oif. ITo 
wants to do from the very first what the doctor only 
» anted to do at the end ol An Enemy of the People — 
make proud, free, noble beings of his countrymen. 
At the beginning of the play, Rosnicr is believed to 
bo a decided Conservative (which the Norwegian 
considered Ibsen to be for many years after The 
Lmgue of Youth)^ and as long as this view is generally 
held, he is*ealcemed and admired, while everything 
that concerns him is interpreted in the most favour¬ 
able manner. As soon, however, as his completo 
intellectual emjriicipation is discovered, and especially 
when it appears that he himself does not attempt to 
conceal the change in his views, public opinion turns 
against him.« . . Ibsen had been almost as much 
exposed as Rosiner to every sort of attack for some 
time after the publicatiou of Ghosts^ which (from tho 
Conservative point of view) marked his conversion to 
Radicalism.’’ The analogy between Ibsen’s experi¬ 
ence and Rosmer'sis far too striking not to have been 
present to the poet’s mi|id. 

But, though the play distinclly belongs to tho social 
IX 1 ) 
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series, it no less distinctly foreshadows the transition 
to the psychological series. Bosmer and Bcbecca (or I 
am greatly mistaken) stand out from the social back¬ 
ground much more clearly than their predcccasors 
They seem to grow away from it. At first they are 
concerned about political duties and social ideals; but, 
as the action proceeds, all these considerations drop 
away from them, or recur but as remembere(^ dreams,i, 
and they are alone with their tortured souls. Then we 
cannot but note the intrusion of pure poetry—imagi¬ 
nation scarcely deigning to allege a realistic pretext— 
in the personage of Dlric Brendel, He is of the same 
kindred as the Stranger in The Lady from theSea^ and 
the Bat-Wife in Little Eyolf. He marks Ibsen’s final 
rebellion against the prosaic restrictions which, from 
Pillars of Society onwards, he had striven to impose 
upon his genius. , 

He was yet to write plays more fascinating than 
Romeriholm, but none greater in point of technical 
mastery. It surpasses The Wild Ditch in the sim¬ 
plicity of its material, and in that concentration which 
renders its effect on the stage, perhaps, a mondto- 
Dous, and so detracts from its popularity. In con¬ 
struction it is a very marvel of cunning complexity. It 
is the consummate example in modern times of the 
retrospective method of which, in ancient times, the 
consummate example was the (Edipus Rex. This 
method has been blamed by many critics ; but the first 
great critic of English drama commefided it in the 
practice of the ancient poets. ** They set the audience, 
as it were,” says Dryden, “at the post where the race 
is to be concluded.” “ In unskilful hands,” I have said- 
elsewhere, ^^tho'method might doubtless become very 
tedious I but whea, as in Rosmenholm^ every 
of the ruUoapect has a dc&tiite roaction upon mu 
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drama—the psychological process—actually passing on 
the stage, the effect attained is surely one of peculiar 
richness and depth. The drama of the past and the 
drama of the present are interwoven in such a complex 
yet clear and stately harmony as Ibsen himself has 
not often rivalled.” 




THE LADY FROM THE SEA 


INTRODUCTION 

Ibsen’s birth-pLace, Skicn,isnot on the sea, but at the 
head of a long and very narrow fiord. At Clrimatad, 
however, and again at Bergen, he had for years lived 
close to the skerry-bound coast. After he left Bergen, 
he seldom came in touch with the open sea. The upper 
part of Christiania Fiord is a mere salt-water lake j 
ftiid in Gcg-maiiy he never saw the sea, in Italy only On 
brief visits to Ischia, Sorrento, Amalfi. We find him, 
ill 1880,1 writing to Hegel from Munich: “Of all 
that £ miss down here, J miss the sea most. That is 
the deprivation to which I can least reconcile myself.’ 
Again, in 1885, before the visit which he paid that 
year to Norway, he writes from Rome to the same 
correaponddht, that he has visions of buying a country- 
house by the sea, in the neighbourhood of Christiania. 
“ The sight of the sea,” he says, “ is what I most miss, 
in these regions ; and this feeling growt year by year.” 
During the weeks he spent at Molde that year, there 

^ The date is July i6. On March 5 of the same year he had 
(as we shall .see later) wriften down the first outline of what was 
alterwards to become The Lady from the Sea, 
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can be no doiib^ that he was gathering not only the 
political impressions which he used in Roamersholm. 
but the impressions of ocean and fiord, and of the tide 
df European life flowing past, but not mingling with, 
the “ carp-pond existence of a small Norwegian town, 
which he was afterwards to embody in Tha Lady from 
lilt Sea. That invaluable bibliographer, Halvorsen, is 
almost certainly wrong in suggesting that Yeblungsnes, 
at the head of the Romsdalfiord, is the scene of the 
play. The “ local situation ” is much more like that 
of Molde itself. There Ibsen must frequently haVe 
seen the great English tourist steamer gliding noise¬ 
lessly to its moorings, before proceeding up the fiord 
to Yeblungsnes, and then, on the following day, slip¬ 
ping out to sea again. 

Two years later, in 1887, Ibsen spent the summer at 
Frederikshavn and at Sseby in the north of Jutland, 
not far from the Skaw. At Smby I visited him ; and 
from a letter written at the time 1 make the following 
extract: “ He said that Fru Ibsen and he had first 
come to Frederikshavn, which he himself ^liked ver^ 
much—he could knock about all day among the ship¬ 
ping, talking to the sailors, and so forth. Besides, he 
found the neighbourhood of the sea favourable to 
contemplation and constructive thought. Here, at 
Saeby, the sea was not so easily accessible. But Fru 
Ibsen didn’t like Frederikshavn because of the absence 
of pleasant walks about it; so Sseby n^as a sort of 
compromise between him and her.” I reniember that 
he enlu'ged to me at great length on the fascination 
which the sea exercised over him. He was then, he 
said, preparing some tomfoolery for next year.” On 
his return to Munich, he put his ideas into shape, letud 
The Lady from the Sea was pdblished in November 
1888 . 
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Ibson wrote few letters while the play was in pro¬ 
cess of preparation, and none of them contains any 
noteworthy reference to it. On the other hand, we 
possess a very curious first draft of the story (dated 
March 5, 1880), which shows in a most interesting 
fashion how an idea grew in his mind. Abbreviating 
^freely, 1 will try to indicate the main points of dif¬ 
ference between the sketch and the finished play. 

The scene of the action was originally conceived as 
a much smaller town than it ultimately became, shut 
in and overshadowed^^y high, abrupt rocks. (Note that 
when he wrote the sketch Ibsen had not yet visited 
Moldo.) There was to bo an hotel and a sanatorium, 
and a good deal of summer gaiety in the place ; but 
the people were to long in an impotent, will-less 
^shion for release from their imprisonment in the 

shadow-life” of this remote corner of t^o world. 
Through the short summer, they were always to have 
the long winter impending over them; and this was 
to be a type of life : A bright summer day with the 
gAat darkless behind it—that is all.” This motive, 
though traces of it remain, is much less emphasized 
than was at first intended. 

The characters were to fall into three groups : in¬ 
habitants of the town, summer visitors, and passing 
tourists. The tourists were simply to ** come and go, 
and enter episodically into the action ” ; but the other 
two groups afe more or less individualized. 

The first group is thus described : “The lawyer 
married a second time, to the woman from the open sea 
outside. Has two young but grown-up daughters by 
his first marriage. Elegant, distinguished, bitter. His 

1 Published in JOie mvt^J^undscAau, December 1906. The 
same magazine contains W first draft of A Doll's House. It 
appeared too late to be noticed in the Introduction to that play. 
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past tarnished by an indiscretion. His career thereby 
cut short. The disreputable signboard-painter with 
the artist-dreams, happy in his imaginings. The old, 
married clerk. Has written a play in his youth, which 
was only once acted.! Is for ever touching it up, and 
lives in the illusion that it will be published and will 
make a great success. Takes no steps, however, to 
bring this about. Nevertheless, accounts himBelf one 
of the ‘ literary ’ class. His wife and children believe 
blindly in the play. (Perhaps a private tutor, not a 
clerk.) Tailor Fresvik, the man-midwife of radicalism, 
who shows his * emancipation * in ludicrous attempts 
at debauchery—affairs with other men’s wives—talks 
of divorce and so forth.” 

We see that, in the course of elaboration, not o;ily 
the profession, but the character of Wangel was 
entirely altered. It is noteworthy, by the way, thafi 
with Ibsen, lawyers arc always more or less unsympa¬ 
thetic characters (Stonsg^rd, Helmer, Krogstad, Brack) 
while doctors are more or less sympathetic (Fieldbo, 
Bank, Stockmann, Belling, Wangel, Her dal). W-e 
see, too, how he saved up for seventeen yd^rs the cha¬ 
racter of the clerk-dramatist. Found superfluous in 
The Lady from the Sea^ he became the delightful 
Foldal of John Gabriel Borkman. The .radical tailor 
was destined never to come to life ; and the charac¬ 
teristics of the ** signboard-painter ” wore divided 
between Ballested and Lyngstrand. v. 

In the second group, however—that of the summer 
visitors—the consumptive sculptor Lyngstrand is 

^ 1 met in Rome, in 1881-82, when Ibsen was living there, 
a minor official of the Vatican Library, then a middle- 
aged man, who had written eighteen or twenty tragedies, 
all of which I saw in exquisite manuscript. One of them, 
CoriolanOt had been acted once, on the day, I think, before the 
Italian troops entered Rome in Is it possible that Ibsen, 

too, had come across this rival dramatist ? 
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already pretty completely sketched. The group was 
also to have included liyngstrand’s “patron” and 
Lis patron’s wife—a “ stupid, uppish, and tactless 
woman, who wounds the j^atient sometimes without 
meaning it, sometimes on purpose.” The patron's 
wife has entirely disappeared from the completed play, 
.while the patron, though mentioned, has not even a 
name. 

But the oddest fact which this sketch brings to light 
is that Arnholm and the Stranger were formed by the 
scission, so to speak, of one character, denominated 
the “ Strange Passenger.” Ellida * was originally to 
have been a pastor’s daughter. She was to have en¬ 
gaged herself secretly to a “ young and unprincipled 
mate”—a midshipman dismissed the navy. 1’his 
engagement she broke off, partly at her father’s com¬ 
mand, partly of lier o\vn free will, because she could 
not forgive what she had learnt of the young sailor’s 
past. Thou, after her marriage, she came to foci that 
in her ignorance and prejudice she had been too hard 
orfhim, aiid^o believe that “ essentially—in her imagi¬ 
nation—it was with him that she had led her married 
life.” This is very like the feeling of Ellida in the 
play ; but her story has become much more strange 
and romantic. It is not quite clear—the sketch being 
incomplete—whether the cx-midshipman w'as to have 
appeared in person. But there "was to have been a 
“Strange Pafisenger” (so nicknamed by the other 
summer visitors) who had been in love with Ellida 
in the old days, and of whom she was now to 
make a confidant, very much as she does of Arnholm 

^ rhe name originally assigned her was'* Thora.” Readers 
who know anything of Norway will probably realise how abso¬ 
lutely right was the substifttion ol " Kllida." It is a master¬ 
stroke in the art of noraenclatuve. 
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in the play. His character, however, was to have been 
quite unlike that of Arnholm ; he was to have been 
‘‘bitter, and given to'cutting jests”—somewhat remi¬ 
niscent, in fact, of the Strange Passenger in Peer Gynt 
Ibsen may have meant that the nickname should be 
given him in allusion to that $gure. We see, at any 
rate, that the Strange Passenger, in his capacity as, 
Ellida's confidant, became Arnholm, who’is n6t in the 
least strange ; while the strangeness was transferred 
to Ellida’s former lover, who, originally conceived ae a 
comparatively commonplace personage, now became 
distinctively “the Stranger,” 

Fragments of dialogue are roughly sketched—espe¬ 
cially the young sculptor’s story of the shipwreck and 
of the group it has suggested to him. Ellida’s fancy that 
mankind has t akon a wrong turning in developing intj> 
land-animals instead of water-animals is rather more 
carefully worked out in the sketch than in the play. 
It takes the form of a semi-sorious biological theory, 
not attributed to any particular character : “ Why^ 
should we belong to the dry land ? Whj not to t#ie 
air ? Why not to the sea ? The common longing 
for wings—the strange dreams that one can fly, and 
that one does fly without feeling the least surprise at 
the fact—how is all this to bo expkiined ? ” The 
suggestion u^'idently is that these dreams are re¬ 
miniscences of the bird stage in our development : 
and then the poet goes on to suggest*the same ex 
planation of the intense longing for the sea which he 
attributes to Ellida: “ People who are akin to the 
sea. Bound to the sea. Dependent on the sea. 
Must get back to it. A fish-species forms the prim¬ 
ordial link in the evolutionary chain. Do rudimlfhts 
of it survive in our nature? Cn the nature of some 
of us ? ” lie also indicates a fantasy of floating cities 
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to be towed southwards or northwards according to 
the season. ‘*To learn to control storms and the 
weather. Some such glorious time will come. And 
we—we shall not be there to see it.” All this over- 
luxuriant growth of fantasy has been carefully pruned 
in the completed play. 

The main incidents of the first act are sketched out 
in a foiTO not very difPereut from that which they 
ultimately assumed—and there the scenario breaks 
off. 

“ The Stranger's dicmonlc power over Ellida was sug¬ 
gested," says John Paulsen, “ by Welhaven's strange 
influence over Camilla Wergeland ; *’ while Dr. Brahm 
asserts ” oh credible authority ” that the incident of 
the rings thrown into the sea reproduces an episode of 
Ibsen’s own early life in Bergen. Until the ” credible 
authority " is more clearly specilied, we need not pin 
our faith to the latter assertion ; but the former 
receives some confirmation in a letter which Ibsen 
addressed on May 3, 1889, to - the lady whom Paulsen 
mentions. This was Camilla Collett, born Werge. 
land, a sister of the great lyric poet, Henrik Werge- 
laiid, and the authoress of a book, From the Camp of 
the Dumb (1877), which is said to have greatly in¬ 
fluenced Ibscn’i attitude towards the woman-question, 
and to have stimulated him to the production of A 
Doll*8 House. I do not know the story of her relation 
to J. S. C. Welhavcn, a distinguished poet, and her 
brother’s chief rival; but it is clear from Ibsen’s 
letter that she was in some way present to his mind 
during the composition of The Lady from the Sea,. 
This is what he wrote : “ Allow me to send you a 
fewilV'ords of very sincere thanks for your comprehen¬ 
sion of The Lady from Sea. I felt pretty sure in 
advance that from you more than any one else I could 
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rely upon such comprclicnf^ion ; but it gave me inex¬ 
pressible ph-asuro to find my hope confirmed by your 
letter. Yes, there are points of resemblance—indeed 
many. And you have seen and felt them—points, I 
mean, which I could arrive at only by divination. 
But it is now many years since you, in vii-tue of your 
spiritual development, began, in one form or another, 
to make your presence felt in my work.” Camilla* 
Collett died in 1895, at the age of eighty-two. 

Nowhere has The Lady from the t>ca proved one of 
Ibsen's most popular works. It was acted in all the 
Scandinavian capitals, and in several German cities, 
in February and March 1889. The poet himself was 
present at the first performance at the Royal 'J'healre, 
Berlin, on March 4, and afterwards (Max eh 14) at a 
performance at Weimar, where ho was called before 
the curtain after each act, and received a laurel 
wreath. In a letter to Ifotfory, ho expressed him¬ 
self delighted with the actor who played fho Stranger 
at Weimar ; “ I could not desire, and could scarcely 
conceive, a better embodiment of the part—a long 
gaunt figure, with hawk-like features, pit'reiiig black 
eyes, and a fine, deep, veiled voice.” The play holds 
■ the stage here and there in Germany, but is not very 
frequently acted. ^ 

In London, five performances of Mrs. Maix- 
Aveling’s translation were given, under the direction 
of Dr. ^veling, at Terry’s Theatre in May 1891—Ihp 
year of the first performance in England of Ghosts^ 
Roamcrsholm and Iledda Giibler. This wholly in¬ 
adequate production was followed, eleven years later, 
by a revival at the Royalty Theatre, by the Stage 
Society, in which Ellida was played by Miss Jcjiet 
Achurch, and the Stranger bj| Mr. Laurence Irving. 
In Paris, an organisation calling itself " Lea 
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Escholiera,” produced La Dame de la Mer in 1892. 
It was afterwards played, both in Paris and on tour^ 
by tho Th(5Atre do I’CEuvre. I find no record of 
performances in other countries. 

'Pho discovery that The Lady from the Sea was 
planned so early as 1880 is particularly interesting in 
view of tho fact that, in technical concentration, and 
even, ona is inclined to say, in intellectual power, it 
fulls notably below the level of its immediate pre¬ 
decessors, The Wild Duch and Rosmersholm^ and its 
immediate successors, Jledda Qabler and The Master 
Duilder, It would scarcely be going too far to call it 
tho weakest thing Ibseri produced between A Doll's 
House and John Gabriel BorJenmn^ both inclusive. I 
well remember the sense of slackening dramatic fibre 
vv ith which I read it on its first appearance ; the fear 
ilMit age was beginning to tell upon the poet; and the 
relief with which I found him, in He.dda Gabler^ once 
more at the very height of his power. Some readers 
may take exception to this view, and declare that they 
prefer The Lady from the Sea to several of the plays 
which I would rank above it. In point of amenity 
and charm, it doubtloss ranks high among Ibsen's 
works ; its poetic merits are great ; but the com¬ 
parative laxity of its technique seems to me quite 
unmistakable. Vhe main interest—the Ellida-Wangel 
interest, let us call it—is constantly being interrupted 
by two subsidiary interests ; tho Arnholm-Bolotta 
interest, and the Boletta-llilda-Lyngstrand interest. 
These lines of interest touch each other, but are not 
effectually interwoven. In no other play of Ibsen's, 
in fact, since The League of Youthy is there such a 
marked sub-plot, or, rather, two sub-plots ; and, for 
my part, judging them by the high Ibsen standard, I 
find neither of these snb-plots particularly interesting. 
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The main action, on the other hand, is not only inter¬ 
esting but full of psychological truth. Ellida is one 
of the most living of Ibsen's women. There are 
few of his heroines whom one has not seen and recog¬ 
nised in real life ; but Ellida in particular I happen 
to have known intimately, though Ibson never heard 
of the lady in question. The character of Wangol, 
too, is not only very amiable, but very closely observed. 
Yet even in the working out of this main theme, there 
is, I think, a technical weakness. We feel that, in the 
decisive scene of the last act, Wangcl’s mere statement 
that he sets Ellida free is an insufTicicnt pivot for the 
rovoltition which takes place in her mind. Psycho¬ 
logically, no doubt, it is adequate, but dramatically it 
is ineffective. The poet ought, I suggest, to have 
devised some more convincing means of bringing home 
both to her and to us the fact of her manumissipn. 
In default of a practical proof, a symbolic indication 
might have served ; but something wo want beyond a 
mere verbal declaration. It may be taken as a tech¬ 
nical principle, I believe, that a change of mind on 
which so much depends ought, for pui^poscs of dra¬ 
matic effect, to be demonstrated by some outward and 
visible sign sufficiently cogent to make the audience 
fully realise and believe in it. 

Another technical weakness, more* obvious, though 
perhaps less important, is the astounding coincidence 
by which Lyngdtrand, the one witness to the Stranger’s 
frenzy on reading of Ellida’s faithlessness, is made, by 
pure chance, to encounter Ellida and to tell her the 
storyThis is, I think, the only real abuse of coinci- 

' It is suggested that the coincidence is to be regarded as 
part of the '‘occult" atmosphere of the play. But I^oubt 
whether this was in the poet's mind ; and, fn any case, the 
defence does not seem a very gooh otic. 
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dence in Ibsen’s modern plays^ from Pillars of Society 
onwards. One or two other much slighter cpincidences 
—such' as, in A Doll's Dottse, Mrs. Linden’s former 
acquaintance with Krogstad—are accounted for by the 
fact that Norway is a very small country, in which, 
roughly speaking, every one of the town-dwelling 
upper and middle class knows, or has hoard of, every 
^no else. 

As L have pointed out in the introduction to Mosmers- 
holTTij The Lady from the Sea is the first play in which 
Ibsen entirely abandons social satire and devotes him¬ 
self to pure psychology. It is also the first play in 
which he trenches on the occult. He was to gO much 
further in this direction in 2'he Master liuilder and 
Little Eyolf; but already he pursues the plan, which 
Vv as also Hawthorne^ of carefully leaving us in doubt 
as to whether, and how far, any supernormal influ¬ 
ence is at work. On the whole, however, he probably 
intends us to conclude that the Stranger’s uncanny 
power ovor Ellida exists only in her imagination. 




ROSMERSHOLM 

( 1886 ) 



CHARACTERS. 

Johannes Rosmer, of Rosmersholm, formerly clcryyr,la* 
of the parish. 

REiiECCA West, in charyt of liosmcr’s householA, 
llECTOii ^ Kuole, Rosmer 's brother-in-law. 

Ulkic Brendel. 

Peter Mcrtensoard.® 

Madam IIeesetji, houaeicceper at Rnamersholm. 


The action idkea place ai JlAaoieraltoimiy ttn old family scat 
near a amall coast town zn the west of Xorxeay. 


1 Rector” in the Scotch and Continental sense of head¬ 
master of a school, not in the ILnglish sense of a benehced 
clergyman. 

• Pronounce Mortensgore. , 
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PLAY IN FOUR ACTS. 


ACT rillST. 

Sitllng-roo?n at llosmershohu ; spacious^ old-fashioned, 
and cow fort able. In jroni^ on the right, a stove 
decked with fresh birch-branches and wild Jlowers. 
Farther back, on the same side, a door. In the 
back wall, folding-doors opening into the hall. 
To the left, a window, and before it a stand with 
ilotvcrs and plants, lieside. the stove a table with 
^ a sofa and easy chairs. On the walls, old and 
more rc&enl portraits of clergymen, officers, and 
governniejLt officials in unij'orm. The whidofv is 
open ; so are the door into the hall and the hoH.se 
door beyond.- Outside can be seen an avenue of 
line old irUes, leading up to the house. It is a 
summer evening, alter sunset. 

Rebecca Wes'J is sitting in an easy-chair by the 
window, and crocheting a large white woollen 
shawl, which is nearly jinished. She now and 
then looks out expectantly through the leaves of 
the plants. Madam IIelseth presently enters 
from the right. 

• Madam Hslseth. 

I suppose I had better begin to lay the table. 

Miss ? 



4 


iiosmersholm. 


fACT L 


Redecca West. 

Yes, please do. The Pastor must soon be in now. 

Madam Helseth. 

Don’t you feel the draught. Miss, where you’re 
sitting ? 

Redecca, 

Yes, there is a little draught. Perhaps you had 
better shut the window. 

[Madam Helseth a'AuIs the door into the 
hallf and then comes to the window. 

Madam Helseth. 

\Ahout to shut the window^ looks OuL\ Why^ isn’t 
that the Pastor over there ? 


Rebecca. 


[^HasUli).'] Where ? Yes, it is he. 

[Behind the curtain.^ Stand aside—don’t let him 
see us. 

Madam Helseth. 


[Keeping hack from the window.^ Only think. Miss 
—lie’s beginning to take the path by the mill again. 


Rebecca. 


He went that way the day before yesterday too. 
[Peeps Old between the curtains and the Tvindow-frame^ 
But let us see whether- 


Madam Hklsteh. 

Will he venture across the foot-bridge ? 

Rebecca^ 

That is what I want to see. [After a pause)] No, 
he is turning. He is going by the upper road again. 
[Leaves the window.] A long way round. 
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Madam Helseth. 

Dear Lord, yes. No wonder the Pastor thinks 
twice about setting foot on that bridge. A place 
where a thing like that has happened- 

Rebecca. 

[Folding up her work.\ They cling to their dead 

here at Rosmersholm. 

1 

Madam Helseth. 

I 

Now I would say, Miss^ that it's the dead that 
clings to Rosmersholm. 

Rebecca. 

[Looks at Zter.] The dead ? 

Madam Helseth. 

‘Y’es, it’s almost as if they couldn’t tear them¬ 
selves away from the folk that are left. 

Rebecca. 

\yhjit makes you fancy that ? 

t 

Madam Helseth. 

Well, if it wasn’t for that, there would be no 
White Horse, I suppose. 

Rebecca. 

Now what is all this about the White Horse, 
Madam Helsefli? 

Madam Helseth. 

Oh, 1 don't like to talk about it. And, besides, 
vou don’t believe in such things. 

* Rebecca. 

Do you believe in it, then ? 
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[Goc5 and shuts the wtndow.^ Oil, you’d only be 
for laughing at me. Miss. \L.ooks 07/<.] Why, isn't 
that Mr. Ilosmer on the mill-path again-? 


Rebecca. 

\LooJ(S 07i/.] That man there } [Goes to the 
rifindoii}.] No, that’s the Rector ! 

Madam I-Ielseth. 

Yes, so it is. 

Rebecca. 

This is delightful. You may be sure he’s coming 
here. 

Madam Helseth. 

He goes straight over the foot-bridge, he dots. 
And yet she was his sister, his own flesh and blood. 
Well, ril go and lay the table then, Miss West. 

[She ffoes (rut to the right. Rebecca stavd.s 
at the ivindow for a short time; then 
smiles and nods to some one outside. It 
begins to grow dark. 

Rebecca. 

I 

[Goes to the door on the right.^ Oh, Madam 
Hciseth, you might let us have some little extra 
dish for supper. You know what tfee Rector likes 
best. 

Madam Helseth. 

[Outside.^ Oh yes. Miss, I’ll see to it. 

Rebecca. cs 

[Opens the door to the At last— ! How 

glad I am to see you, my dear Rector. 
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Rector Kroll. 

[In the hall, laying down his stick.^ Thanks, Then 
1 am not disturbing you ? 

Rebecca. 

You ? How can you ask ? 

Kroll. 

[Comes m.] Amiable as ever, [Looks round.^ 
Is Rosincr upstairs ifi his room } 

Rebecca. 

No, he is out walking. He has s^a^^ed out rather 
longer than usual; but he is sure to be in directly. 
[^lotioning him to sit on the jq/iz.] Won’t you sit 
down till he comes ? 

• Kroll. 

[Laying down his hat.^ Many thanks. [Sits 
down and looks abovl Awt.J Why, how you have* 
brightened up the old room ! Flowers everywhere I 


* Rebecca. 

Mr. Rosmer is so fond of having fresh, growing 

flowers about him. 

• Kroll. 

And you are too, are you not ? 

* Rebecca. 

Yes; they have a delightfully soothing effect on 

me. We had to do without them though, till lately. 


Kroll. 

Yes, their scent was too much for 

poof Reata. 
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Redecca. 

Their colours, too. They quite bewildered 
her- 

Kroll. 

I remember, I remember, [/n a lighter tone.^ 
Well, how are things going out here ? 

Rebecca. 

Oh, everything is going its quiet, jog-trot way. 
One day is just like another.—And with you ? 
Your wife-? 

Kroi.l. 

Ah, my dear Miss West, don’t let us talk about 
my aifairs. There is always something or other 
amiss in a family; especially in times like these. 

Rebecca. 

fher a •pause, silling down in an easy-chair beside 
the ,9o/«.] How is it you haven’t once been near us 
during the whole of the holidays } 

Kroll. 

Oh, it doesn’t do to make oneself a nuisance- 

Rebecca. 

If you knew how we have missed you- 

Kroi.l. 

And then I have been away- ^ 

Rebecca. 

Yes, for the last week or two. We have heard 
of you at political meetings. 

Kroll. ^ 

, [iVodf.] Yes, what do you say to that.^ Did* you 
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think I would turn political agitator in my old 
age, eh ? 

Rebecca. 

[Smiling.] Well, you have always been a bit of 
an agitator, Rector Kroll. 

Kroll. 

Why yes, just for my private amusement. But 
henceibrth it is to be no laughing matter, 1 can tell 
you.—Do you ever*see those radical newspapers ?' 

Rebecca. 

Well yes, my dear Rector, I can't deny that—— 

Kroll. 

My dear Miss West, I have nothing to say 
^against it—nothing in your case. 

Rebecca. 

No, surely not. One likes to know what*s going 
on—to keep up with the time- 

Kroll. 

And of course I should not think of expecting 
you, as a woman, to side actively with either party 
in the civil contest—I might almost say the civil 
war—that is raging among us.—But you have seen 
then, I suppose, how these gentlemen of "the 
people ” have been pleased to treat me ? What 
infamous abuse they have had the audacity to heap 
on me ? 

Rebecca. 

Yes ; but it seems to me you gave as good as 
^u got. 

Kroll. 

So I did, thougli I say it that shouldn't. For 
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now T have lasted blood ; and they sliall soon find 
to their cost that I am not the man to turn the 

otlier cheek- [^Brenks ojf.^ But come come— 

don’t let us get upon that subject this evening— 
it’s too painful and irritating. 

RebIecca. 

Oh no, don’t let us talk of it. 

Kroli.. 

Tell me now—how do you get on at Rosmersholm, 
now that you are alone. Since our poor Beata- 

Rebecca. 

Thank you, I get on very well. Of course cue 
feels a great blank in many ways—a great sorrow 
and longing. But otherwise- 

Kroll. 

And do you think of remaining here } —perma¬ 
nently, I mean. 

Rebecca. 

My dear Rector, 1 really haven’t thought about 
it, one way or the other. I have got so used to 
the place now, that I feel almost as if 1 belonged 
to it. 

Kroll. " 

Why, of course you belong to it. 

Rebecca. ' 

And so long as Mr. Rosmer finds that I am of 
any use or comfort to him—why, so long, 1 sup¬ 
pose, 1 shall stay here. 

Kroll. ‘ 

[Looks at her with emotion.] i)o you know,—it is 
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really fine for a woman to sacrifice her whole youth 
to others as you have done. 

Redecca. 

Oh, what else should I have had to live for ? 

Kuoll. 

First, there was your untirinff devotion to your 
paralytic and exacting foster-father- 

Rebecca. 

■ 

You mustn’t suppose that Dr, West was such a 
charge when we were up in Finmark. It was those 
terrible boat-voyages up there that broke him 
down. But after we came here—well yes, the two 
years before he found rest were certainly hard 
(plough. 

Kroll. 

.^nd the years that followed—were they not even 
harder for you ? 

Rebecca. 

Oh how can you say such a thing ? When I was 
so fond of Beata—and when she, poor dear, stood 
so sadly in need of care and forbearance. 


• Kroll. 

How good it is of you to think of her with so 
much kindness! 

Rebecca. 

[Afoucj a Httle nearer.^ My dear Rector, you say 
that with such a ring of sincerity that I cannot 
think there is any ill-feeling lurking in the back- 

Kroll. 

Ill-feeling ? W’hy, what do you mean ? 
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Rebecca. 

« 

Well, it would be only natural if you felt it 
painful to see a stranger managing the household 
here at Rosmersholm. 

Kroll. 

Why, how on earth-! 

Rebecca. 

But you have no such feeling ? [TVite Ms hnnd.^ 
Thanks, my dear Rector; thank you again ana 
again. 

Kroll. 

How on earth did you get such an idea into your 
head } 

Rebecca. 

I began to be a little afraid when your visits 
became so rare. 

Kroll. 

Then you have been on a totally wrong scent. 
Miss West. Besides—after all, there has been no 
essential change. Even while poor Beata was 
alive—in her last unhappy days—it was you, and 
you alone, that managed everything. 

Rebecca. < 

That was only a sort of regency in Beata's name. 

Kroll. 

Be that as it may-. Do you know, Miss 

West—for my part, I should have no objection 

whatever if you-, But I suppose I mustn’t 

say such a tiling. 

Rebecca. 

What must you not say ? 
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Kroll. 

« 

If matters were to shape so that you took the 
empty place- 

Rebecca. 

I have the only place 1 want. Rector. 

Kroll. 

In fact, yes; but not in— 

Rebecca. 

[Interruptinggravely.'] For shame. Rector Kroll. 
How can you joke about such things ^ 

Kroll. 

Oh well, our good Johannes Rosmer very likely 
Miinks he has had more than enough of marned 
life already. But nevertheless- 

Rebecca. 

,You are really too absurd, Rector. 

Kroll. 

Nevertheless——. Tell me, Miss West—if you 
will forgive tj^e question—what is your age ? 

Rebecca. 

I'm sorry Ho say I am over nine-and>twenty. 
Rector; I am in my thirtieth year. 

I 

Kroll. 

Indeed.. And Rosmer—how old is he? Let me 
se#: he is five years younger than I am, so that 
makes him well over forty-three 1 think it would 
be most suitable. 
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Rebecca. 

[Zi2/je.y.] Of course, of course ; most suitable,— 
Will you stc'iy to supper this evening ? 

Kroll, 

Yes, many thanks; I thought of staying. There 
is a matter 1 want to discuss with our good friend. 
—And I suppose. Miss West, in case you should 
take fancies into your head again, I had better 
come out pretty often for the future—as 1 used to 
in the old days. 

Rebecca. 

Oh yes, do—do. [S/ia/ces both his hands,^ Many 
thanks—how kind and good you are . 

Kroll. 

[GniJ)lyS\ Ami? Well, that's not what the5' 
tell me at home. 

Johannes Rosmer enters the door on the right, 

Rebecca. 

Mr. Rosmer, do you see who is here ? 

.Johannes Rosmer. 

Madam Heiseth told me. 

[Rector Kroll has risen. 

Rosmer. 

[Gentty and softly, pressing his hands Welcome 
back to this house, my dear Kroll. \I^ays his hands 
on K roll's shoulders and looks into his eyes. ] My 
dear old friend! I knew that sooner or later 
things would come all right between us. 

Kroll. 

Why, my dear fellow—do you mean to say you 
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too have been so foolish as to fancy there was any¬ 
thing wrong ? 

Ueuecca. 

[To llosMEii.] YcSj only think,—it was nothing 
but fancy after all! 

UOSMER. 

Is that really the case, Kroll ? Then why did 
you desert us so entire’.y ? 

Kiioll. 

[Gravehfj in a low voice.] Because my presence 
would always have been reminding you of the 
years of your unhappiness, and of—the life that 
ended in the mill-race. 

Rosmer. 

• Well, it w'as a kind thought—you were always 
considerate. But it w'as quite unnecessary to^re¬ 
main a\vay on that account.—Come, sit here on 
the sofa. [They sil down.] No, I assure you, the 
thoiigiit of Bcata has no pain for me. We speak 
o? her every day. We feel almost as if she w'cre 
still one of the household. 

Kroll. 

Do you reijly ? 

Reuecca. 

[Lighting the lamp.] Yes, indeed we do. 

Rosmer. 

It is quite natural. We were both so deeply 
attached to her. And both Rebec—both Miss 
West and 1 know that we did all that was possible 
foi* her in her affliction. We have nothing to 
reproach ourselves \^th.—So I feel nothing but a 
tranquil tenderness now at the thought of Beata. 
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Kholl. 

You dear, good people ! Henceforward, I de¬ 
clare 1 shall come out and see you every day. 

f 

Rebecca. 

herself in an arm chair.J Mind, we shall 

expect you to keep your word. 

Rosmer. 

[With some hesitation.'] My dear Kroll—I wish 
very much that our intercourse had never been 
interrupted. Ever since we have known each 
other, you have seemed predestined to be my ad¬ 
viser—ever since I went to the University. 

Kroll. 

Yes, and I have always been proud of the oflic^^, 
But is there anything particular just now- } 

Rosmer. 

There are many things that I would give a great 
deal to talk over with you, quite frankly—straight 
from the heart. 

Rebecca. 

Ah yes, Mr. Rosmer—that must be such a com¬ 
fort—between old friends- 

t 

Kroll. 

t Oh 1 can tell you I have still more to talk to 
you about. I suppose you know 1 have turned a 
militant politician ? 

Rosmer. 

Yes, so you have. How did that come about ? 

Krollc 

I was forced into it in spite of myself. It ia 
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impossible tc stand idly looking on any longer. 
Now that the Radicals have unhappily come into 
power, it is high time something should be done, 
—so I have got our little group of friends in the 
town to close up their ranks. 1 tell you it is high 
time ' 

Rebecca. 

[With a faint smile.^ Don't you think it may 
even be a little late ? 

Kroll. 

Unquestionably it would have been better if we 
had checked the stream at an earlier point in its 
course. But who could foresee what was going to 
happen ? Certainly not I. [/hVerj ami walks up and 
down.^ But now 1 have had my eyes opened once 
for all; for now the spirit of revolt has crept iiifeo 
the school itself. 

IIOSMER. 

Into the school ? Surely not into your school ? 

Kroll. 

f tell you it has—into my own school. What do 
you think ? It has come to my knowledge that 
the sixth-form boys—a number of them at any 
rate—have been keeping up a secret society for 
over six montlTs; and they take in Mortensgard's 
paper! 

Rebecca. 

The Beacon ” ? 

Kroll. 

Yes; nice mental sustenance for future govern¬ 
ment ofHcials, is it not ? But the worst of it is 
thatait's all the cleverest boys in the form that 
have banded together«in this conspiracy against 
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me. Only the dunces at the bottom of the class 
have kept out of it. • 

Rebecca. 

Do you take this so very much to heart. Rector ? 

Kroll. 

Do I take it to heart! To be so thwarted and 
opposed in the work of niy w'hole life ! [^Lorver.] 
But 1 could almost say 1 don’t care about the school 
—for there is worse behind. [LooAj round.] I 
sup 2 )Ose no one can hear us ? 

Rebecca. 

Oh no, of course not. 

Kroll. 

Well then, I must tell jiou that dissension and 
revolt have crept into my own house—into my own 
quiet home. They have destroyed the peace of 
my family life. 

Rosmer. 

[iiwej.] What! Into your own house- f 

Rebecca. 

[Goes over to the Rector.] My dear Rector, 
what has happened ? 

Kroll. 

Would you believe that my own cliildrcn- 

In short, it is Laurits that is the ringleader of the 
school conspiracy; and Hilda has embroidered a 
red portfolio to keep the Beacon ** in. 

Rosmer. 

I should certainly never have dreamt that, in 
your own house— 
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Nu, who would have dreamt of such a thing ? 
In iny house, the very home of obedience and 
order—where one will, and one only, has always 
prevailed- 

Redecca. 


How does your wife take all this ? 


Kholl. 

Why, that is the most incredible part of it. My 
wife, who all her life long has shared my opinions 
and concurred in my views, both in great things 
and small—she is actually inclined to side with 
the children on many points. And she blames me 
for what has happened, She says I tyrannise over 

;l:e children. As if it weren’t necessary to-. 

Well, you see liow my house is divided against 
itself. But of course I say as little about it as 
possible. Such things are best kept quiet. 
[^IVanders up the room.^ Ah, well, well, well. 

at the ivindoiu with his hands behind 

* his back, and looks out. 

Uebecca. 

\Come.^ up close to Rosmeu, a7id says rapid Ip and 
in a low voice^ JO that the Rf:ctoii does not hear her. 
Do it now ! 

Rosmer. 

[Also in a lorn voice.^ Not this evening. 


Rebecca. 

[As before.] Yes, just this evening. 

• to the table and busies herself with the 

lamp. • 
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Kroll. ' 

[Cofnes Jbrnfard.] Well, my dear Rosnffer, now 
you know how the spirit' of the age has over¬ 
shadowed both my domestic and my official life. 
And am 1 to refrain from combating this per¬ 
nicious, subversive, anarchic spirit, with any 
weapon I can lay my hands on ? Fight it I will, 
trust me for that; both with tongue and pen. 

Rosmer. 

Flavc you any hope of stemming the tide in that 
way ? 

Kroll. 

At any rate I shall have done ray duty as a 
citizen in defence of the State. And I hold it 
the duty of every right-minded man with an atom 
of patriotism to do likewise, fii fact—that wj^p 
my principal reason for coming out here this 
evening. 

Rosmer. 

Why, my dear Kroll, what do you mean-? 

What can I-? * 

Kroll. 

You can stand by your old friends. Do as we 

do. Lend a hand, with all your might. 

• • 

Rebecca. 

But, Rector Kroll, you know Mr. JlosmeFs dis¬ 
taste for public life. 

Kroll. 

He must get over his distaste.—You don’t keep 
abreast of things, Rosmer. You bury yourself 
alive here, with your historical collections. 4*'ar 
be it from me to speak disfirespectfully of family 
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trees ami so forth; but, unfortunately, this is no 
time for hobbies of that sort. You cannot imagine 
the state things are in, all over the country. 
Tliere is hardly a single accepted idea that hasn't 
been turned topsy-turvy. It will be a gigantic 
task to get all the errors rooted out again. 

Rosmer. 

I have no doubt of it. But I am the last man 
to undertake such a task. 

Rebecca. 

And besides, I think Mr. Rosmer has come to 
take a wider view of life than he used to. 

Kroll. 

• [fVitA surprise.] Wider? 

Rebecca. 

Yes ; or freer, if you like—less one-sided. 

Kroll. ' 

What is the meaning of this ? Rosmer—surely 
you are not so weak as to be influenced by the 
accident that the leaders of the mob have won a 
temporary advantage ? 

Rosmer. 

My dear Kroll, you know how little I understand 
of politics. But 1 confess it seems to me that 
within the last few years people are beginning to 
show greater independence of thought. 

* Kroll. 

Indeed! And you^ake it for granted that that 
must be an improvement! But in any case you are 
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quite mistakeiij my friend. Just inquire a little into 
the opinions that are current among the Radicals^ 
both out here and in the town. They are neither 
more nor less than the wisdom that’s retailed in 
the Beacon.” 

Rebecca. 

Yes; Mortensgard has great influence over many 
people hereabouts. 

K ROLL. 

Yes, just think of it! A man of his foul ante¬ 
cedents—a creature that was turned out of his 
place as a schoolmaster on account of his immoral 
life ! A fellow like that sets himself up as a leader 
of the people! And succeeds too ! Actually 
succeeds ! I hear he is going to enlarge his paper. 
I know on good authority that he is on the look¬ 
out for a capable assistant. 

Rebecca. 

I wonder that you and your friends don’t set up 
an opposition to liim. • 

Kroll 

That Is the very thing .ve are going to do. We 
have to-day bought the Covntif News ; there was 

no difficulty about the money question. But- 

[^Tums to Rosmer.] Now I come to ray real 
errand. The difficulty lies in the conduct of the 

paper—the editing-. Tell me, Rbsraer,—-don’t 

you feel it your duty to undertake it, for the sake 
of the good cause } 

Rosmer. 

[Almost in consternation.'^ I! 

Rebecca. 

Oh| how can you think of such a thing ? 
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I can quite understand your horror of public 
meetings, and your reluctance to expose yourself 
to their tender mercies. But an editor’s work is 
less conspicuous, or rather- 

Hosmer. 

No no, my dear friend, you must not ask me to 
do this. 

Kroll. 

I should be quite willing to try my own hand at 
that style of work too; but I couldn’t possibly 
manage it. 1 have .such a multitude of irons in the 
fire already. But for you, with no profession to 

tie you down-. Of course the rest of us would 

^ive you as much help as w'e could. 

Rosmer. 

1 cannot, Kroll. 1 am not fitted for it. 


, Kroll. 

Not fitted You said the same thing when your 
father preferred you to the living here- 


Rosmer. 

And I was Hght.^ That was why 1 resigned it. 

Kroll. 

Oh, if only you are as good an editor as you 
were a clergyman, we shall not complain. 


Rosmer. 

My dear Kroll—I tell you once for all—1 cannot 
do it. 


^Kroll. 

Well, at any rate, you will lend us your name. 
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Rosmer. 

My name ? 

Kroll. 

Yes, the mere itame, Johannes Rosm^r, will be 
a great thing for the paper. We others are looked 
upon as confirmed partis<ans—indeed 1 hear I am 
denounced as a desperate fanatic—so that if we 
work the paper in our own names, we can't reckon 
upon its making much way among the misguided 
masses. You, on the contrary, have always kept 
out of the fight. Everybody knows and values 
your humanity and uprightness—^your delicacy of 
mind—your unimpeachable honour. And then the 
prestige of your former position as a clergyman still 
clings to you ; and, to crowm all, you have your 
grand old family name ! ^ 

Rosmer. 

Oh, my name- 

Kroll. 


\Pt}nits to the por/roj/s.] Rosmers of Rosmers- 
holm — clergymen and soldiers ; government 
officials of high place and trust; gentlemen to 
the finger-tips, every man of Ihem^—a family that 
for nearly two centuries has held its place as the 
first in the district. [Lays his hand on Rosmer's 
shoulder.^ Rosmer—^you owe it to yourself and 
to the traditions of your race to tafte your share 
in guarding all that has hitherto been held sacred 
in our society. [Turns round.'] What do you say. 
Miss West ? ‘ 

Rebecca. 


[Laughing softly, as if to herself] My dear RAitor 
. —I can't tell you how ludicrous all this seems to 


Die. 
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Kroll. 

What do you say ? Ludicrous ? 

* 

llanEccA 

Yes, ludicrous. For you must Jet me tell you 
frankly- 

Rosmer. 

\Qtdckhf.'\ No no—bo quiet! Not just now ! 


Kroll. 

[Looks from one to the other.'] My dear friends, 
— ? [Interrupting hiynself.'\ Il’m ! 


what on earth- 


Mad^me IIelsetii appears in the doorwaif on 

the right. 

Madam Helsetii. 

■ Thcre/s a man out in the kitchen passage that 
says he wants to see the Pastor. 

• Rosmer. 

[Itelievcd.'] Ah, very well. Ask him to come 


m. 


Madam Helseth, 
Into the sitting-room } 


Yes, of course. 


Rosmer. 


Madam Hfxseth. 

Blithe looks scarcely'the sort of man to bring 
into the sitting-room. 

Rehecca. 

Why, what does he look like, Madam Helseth ? 
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Madam Helseth. 

Well, he's not much to look at Miss, and that’s 
a fact. 

Rosmer. 

Did he not give his name ? 

Madam FIelseth. 

Yes—I think he said his name was Hekman or 
something of the sort. 

Rosmer. 

I know nobody of that name. 

Madam Helseth. 

And then he said he was called Uldric too. 

Rosmer. * 

[In surprise.^ Ulric Hetman ! Was that it ? 

Madam Helseth. 

Yes, so it was—Hetman. • 

Kholl. 

I’ve surely heard that name before- 

Redecca, 

Wasn’t that the name he used to write under— 
that strange being- * 

Rosmer. 

{To Kholl.] It is Ulric Brendel’s pseudonym. 

Kroll. • 

That black sheep Ulric •Breiidel’s—of course 
it is. 
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Rebecca. 

TJien he is still alive. 

Rosmer. 

I heard he had joined a company of strolling 
players. 

Kroll. 

When last I heard of him, he was in the House 
of Correction. 

Rosmer. 

Ask him to come in. Madam Helseth. 

Madam Helseth. 

Oh, very well. [*SAc’ goes out. 

• Kroll. 

% 

Are you really going to let a man like that into 
your house } 

Rosmer. 

You know he Avas once my tutor. 

I Kroll. 

Yes, I know he went and crammed yoiir head 
full of revoluLionary ideas, until your father 
showed him tlie door—with his horsewhip. 

Rosmer. 

\Wiik a touch of bitterness,^ Father Avas a 
martinet at home as well as in his regiment. 

j Kroll. 

Thank him in his > grave for that, my dear 
Rosmer.—Well • 
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Madam Helseth opens the door on t)ie right for 
Ulric Brendel, and then withdraws, skulling 
the door behind him. He is a handsome man, 
with grey hair and heard y somewhat gaunt, but 
active arid well set up. He is dressed like a 
common tramp; threadbare frock-coat; worn- 
out shoes; no shirt visible. He wears an old 
pair of black gloves, and carries a soft, greasy 
fell haJt under his arm, and a walking-stick in 
his hand. 


Ulric Brendel. 

\Hesitates at first, then goes quickly up to the 
Rector^ and holds out his hand.'] Good evening, 
Johannes 

Kroll. 

Excuse me- , 

Brendel, 

Did you expect to see me again ? And within 
these hated walls too ? 


Kroll. 

Excuse me- [Painting.] There 


Brendel. 

_ I 

[Tams.] Right. There he is. Johannes—my 
boy—my best-beloved-! 


Rosmer. 

[Takes his hand.] My old teacher. 


Brendel. 

Notwithstanding certain painful memori(,s, 1 
cpuld not pass by Rosmersholm without paying 
you a flying visit. 
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Rosmer. 


You are heartily welcome here now. Be sure 
of that. 

Brendel. 

Ah, this charming lady-? [Bows,'] Mrs. 

Roscner, of course. 


Miss West. 


Rosmer. 


Brendel. 


A near relation, no doubt. And yonder un 
known- } A brother of the cloth, I see. 


Rosmer. 

Rector Kroll. 

Brendel. 

Kroll ? Kroll ? Wait a bit ?—Wereri*t you a 
student of philology in your young days ? 

Kroll. 

Of course I was. 

Brendel. 

Why Donnci'wettery then I knew you 1 


Pardon me— 
Weren't you- 
Pardon me— 


Kroll. 

Brendel. 

Kroll. 


Brendel. 

—^-one qF those myrmidons of morality that 
got me turned out of the Debating Club ? 
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Kroll. 

Very likely. But I disclaim any closer ac¬ 
quaintanceship. 

Brendel. 

Wellj well \ Nack Beliehen, Hen Doctor. It’s 
all one to me. Ulric Brendel remains the man 
he is for all that. 

Rebecca. 

You are on your way into town, Mr. Brendel ? 

Brendel. 

You have hit it, gracious lady. At certain 
intervals, I am constrained to strike a blow for 
existence. It goes against the grain ; but— enfin— 
imperious necessity- 


Rosmer. • 

Oh but, my dear Mr. Brendel, you must allow 
me to help you. In one way or another, I am 
sure- 

Brendel. 

Ha, such a proposal to me I Would you 
desecrate tlie bond that unites us } Never, 
Johannes, never! 

Rosmeb. 

Hut what do you think of doing in town ? 

Believe me, you won’t find it easy to- 

( 

BRENDEL.t 

Leave that to me, my boy. The die is cast. 
Simple as I stand here before you, I am engaged in 
a comprehensive campaign—more comprehensive 
than all my previous excursions put together. 
[To Rector Kholl.] Dare I ask the Herr 
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Professor —unter ims —have you a tolerably decent, 
reputable, and coiumudious Public Plall in your 
estimable city ? 

Kroll. 

The hall of the Workmen's Society is the 
largest. 

Bhendel. 

And has the Herr Professor any official influence 
in this doubtless most benefleent Society ? 

Kroi.l. 

1 have nothing to do with it. 

IIeuecca. , 

[To Brendel.] You should apjAy ^o Peter 
Morteiisgard. 

^ Brendel. 

Pardon^ madame —what sort of an idiot is he ? 

Rosmer. 

Wliat makes you take him for an idiot } 

J ^ 

Brendel. 

Can't I tell at once by the name that it belongs 
to a plebeian : 

' Kroll. 

I did not expect that answer. 

t 

Brendel. 

But 1 will conquer my reluctance. There is no 
alternative. When a man stands—^as I do—at a 

turning-point in his career-. It is settled. I 

will a]iproach this individual—will open personal 
n egotia tions- 
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Rosmer. ' 

Are you really and seriously standing at a 
turning-point ? 

Brendel. 

Surely my own boy knows that* stand he where 
he may^ Ulric Brendel always stands really and 
seriously.—Yes, Johannes, 1 am going to put on a 
new man—to thrdw off the modest reserve 1 have 
hitherto maintained. 

Rosmer. 

How-? 

Brendel. 

I am about to take hold of life with a strong 
hand; to step forth ; to assert myself. We live 
in a tempestuous, an equinoctial age.—I am about 
to lay my mite on the altar of Emancipation. 

Kholl. 

You too ? 

Brendel. 

* [To them alll\ Is the local public at all familiar 
with my occasional writings ? 

Kroll. 

I 

No, 1 must candidly confess that- 

Rebecca. < 

I have read several of them. My adopted father 
had them in his library. 

I 

Brendel. 

Fair lady, then you have wasted your time.** For, 
let me tell you, they are so much rubbish. 
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RaoECcA. 

Indeed! 

Brendel. 

What you have read^ yes. My really important 
\rorks no man or woman knows. No one—except 
myself. 

Rebecca. 

How does that happen.^ 

Brendel. 

Because they are not written. 

Rosmer. 

But, my dear Mr. Brendel- 

Brendel. 

You know, my Johannes, tliat I am a bit of a 
Sybarite—a Feirischmecker. I have been so all 
my days. I like to take my pleasures in solitude ; 
for then I enjoy them doubly—tenfold. So, you 
see,* when golden dreams descended and en¬ 
wrapped me—when new, dizzy, far-reaching 
thoughts were born in me, and wafted me aloft 
on their sustfiining pinions—I bodied them forth 
in poems, visicuis, pictures—in the rough, as it 
were, you understand. 

, Rosmer. 

Yes, yes. 

Brendel. 

Oh, what pleasures, what intoxications I have 
enjoyed in my time! The mysterious bliss of 
creation—in the rough, as I said—applause, grati¬ 
tude, renown, thex wreath of bays—all these I 
have garnered with full hands quivering with joy. 

IZ G 
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I have sated myself, in my secret thoughts, 'with 
a rapture—oh ! so intense, so inebriating-! 


H'm. 


Kroll. 


Rosmer. 

But you have written nothing down ? 


Brendel. 


Not a word. The soulless toil of the scrivener 
has always aroused a sickening aversion in me. 
And besides, why should I profane my own ideals, 
when I could enjoy them in their purity by my¬ 
self? But now they shall be offered up. 1 assure 
you I feel like a mother who delivers her tender 
daughters into their bridegrooms' arms. But I 
will oiler them up, none the less. I will sacrifice 
them on the altar of Emancipation. A series 
of carefully elaborated lectures—over the whole 
country-! 

Rebecca. 


[fVilA animal W7i.] This is noble of you, Mr. 
Brendel! You are yielding up the dearest thing 
you possess. 

Rosmer. 

The only thing. 

Rebecca. 


[Looking significantly at Rosmei’.] How many 
are there who do as much—who dare do as much } 


Rosmer. 

[Returning the look!] Who knows ? 

Brendel. ^ 

My audience is touched. That does my heart 
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good—and steels my will. So now I will proceed 
to action. Stay—one thing more. [7b tAe 
Hector ] Can you tell me, Herr Preceptor,—is 
there such a thing as a Temperance Society in 
the town ? A Total Abstinence Society ? I need 
scarcely ask. 

Kroll. 

Yes, there is. 1 am the president, at your 
service. 

Bhendel. 

I saw it in your face ! Well, it is by no means 
impossible that 1 may come to you ancf enrol my¬ 
self as a member for a week. 


Kroll. 

Kxcuse me—we don’t receive members by the 
week. 

Brendel. 

A la bo7i?ic heure, Herr Pedagogue. Ulric Brendel 
has never forced himself into that sort of Society. 
[7Vv/f.] But I must not prolong my stay in 
this house, so rich in memories. I must get 
on to the town and select a suitable lodging. 
I presume there is a decent hotel in the place. 

• IlEUErCA. 

Mayn't I offer you anything before you go ? 

Brendel. 

Of what sort, grcicious lady ? 

Reoecca. 

A cup of tea, or- 

Brendel. 

1 thank my bountiful hostess—but ( am always 
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loath to trespass on private hospitality. [Waves 
kis hand.^ Farewell^ gentlefolks all! [Goes to- 
wards the door, but turns againj^ Oh, by the way— 
Johannes—Pastor llosmer—for the sake of our 
ancient friendship, will you do your former teacher 
a service ? 

Rosmer. 

Yes, with all my heart. 

Brendel. 

Good. Then lend me—for a day or two—a 
starched shirt^—-with cuffs. 

Rosmer. 

Nothing else ? 

Brendel. 

For you see I am travelling on foot—at pres'ent. 
My trunk is being sent after me. 

Rosmer. 

Quite so. But is there nothing else ? 

Brendel. 

Well, do you know—perhaps you could spare 
me an oldish, well-worn summer overcoat. 

Rosmer. 

Yes, yes; certainly 1 can. 

% 

Brendel. 

And if a respectable pair of boots happened to 
go along with the coat— 

Rosmer. 

That we can manage too. As soon as you let 
us know YOU!' address, we will send the things in. 
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Brendel. 

Not orl any account. Pray do not let me give 
you any trouble ! 1 will take the bagatelles with 

me. 

Rosmer. 

As. you please. Come upstairs with me then. 


Redecca. 

Let me go. Madam Helseth and I will see 
to it. 

Brendel. 

1 cannot think of suffering this distinguished 
lady to- 

Redecca. 

Oh, nonsense ! Come along, Mr. Brendel. 

[She goes out to the right. 

Rosmer. 

\T)efaimng him.\ Tell me—is there nothing 
else*l can do for you } 

Brendel. 

Upon my word, 1 know of nothing more. Well, 

yes, damn it aU—now that 1 think of it- 1 

Johannes, do you happen to have eight crowns 
in your pocket ? 

Rosmer. 

Let me see. {^Opens his purse.^ Here are two 
ten-crown notes. 

Brendel. 

Well well, never mind ! I can take them. I 
can always get them changed in the town. Thanks 
an the meantime. Remember it was two tenners 
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you lent me. Good-night my <iwn dear boy ; 
Good-night, respected Sir. 

[Goes out to the right. Rosmer takes leave 
of him, and shuts the door behind him. 


Kroll. 

Merciful Heaven—so that is the Ulric Brendel 
people once expected such great things of. 


Rosmer. 

[QuieUif.'] At least he has had the courage to 
live his life his own way. I don’t think that is 
such a small matter either. 

Kroll. 

What ? A life like his! I almost believe he 
has it in him to turn your head afresh. " 

Rosmer. 

“ Oh no. My mind is quite clear now, upon all 
points. 

Kroll,. 

I wish I could believe it, my dear Rosmer. You 
are so terribly impressionable. 

Rosmer. 

Let us sit down. I want to talk to you. 

Kroll. 

Yes; let us. themselves on the sofa. 

Rosmer. ^ 

[After a slight pause.^ J^on’t you think we lead 
. pleasant and comfortable life here ? 
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Yes, your life is pleasant and comfortable now— 
and peaceful. You have found yourself a home, 
Rosmer. And I have lost mine. 

Rosmer. 

My dear friend, don't say that. The wound 
will heal again in time. 

Kroll. 

Never; never. The barb will always rankle. 
Things can never be as they were. 

f 

Rosmer. 

Listen to me, Kroll We have been fast 
friends for many and many a year. Does it seem 
to you conceivable that our friendship should ever 
go to wreck ? 

Kroll. 

I know of nothing in the world that could 
estrange us. What puts that into your head ? 

Rosmer. 

You attach such paramount importance to 
uniformity of opinions and views. 

Kroll. 

No doubt; put we two are in practical agree¬ 
ment-—at any rate oii the great essential questions. 

Rosmer. 

[/« a lo7v voice."\ No; not now. 

Kroll. 

[2ries to sprw/g What is this ? 
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ReSMBR. 

[Holding No you must sit still—I entreat 

you, Kroll. * 

Kroll. 

What can this mean ? 1 don’t understand you. 
Speak plainly. 

Rosmer. 

A new summer has blossomed in my soul. I see 
with eyes grown young again And so now 1 
stand- 

Kroll. 

Where—where, Rosmer i* 

Rosmer. 

Where your children stand. 

Kroll. 

You ? You ! Impossible ! Where do you say 
you stand ? 

Rosmer. 

On the same side as Laurits and Hilda. 

■ 

Kroll. 

[Bows his head.'l An apostate! Johannes 
Rosmer an apostate! 

Rosmer. 

I should have felt so hajjpy—so intensely happy, 
in what you call my apostasy. But nevertheless 
1 suffered deeply; for 1 knew it would be a 
bitter sorrow to you. 

Kroll. 

Rosmer—Rosmer! I shall never get over 'this * 
\LKyoks gloomily at himi] To think that you too 
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can find it in your heart to help on the work of 

corruption and ruin in this unhappy land. 

1 

Rosmer. 

It is the work of emancipation 1 wish to 
help on. 

Kroll. 

Oh yes, I know. That is what both the 
tempters and tneir victims call it. But do you 
think there is any emancipation to be expected 
from the spirit that is now poisoning our whole 
social life ? 

Rosmer. 

I .am not in love with the spirit that is in the 
ascendant, nor with either of the contending 
parties. I will try to bring together men from 
bi^th sides—as many as I can—and to unite them 
as closely as possible. I will devote my life and 
all my energies to this one thing—the creation of 
a true democracy in this country. 

* Kroll. 

So you don’t think we have democracy enough 
already ! For my part it seems to me we sire all in 
a fair way to be dragged down into the mire, where 
hitherto only the mob have been able to thrive. 


Rosmer. 

That is just why I want to awaken the democracy 
to its true task. 


Krolx^ 


What task ? 


Aat of makin, 
noble-men. 


Rosmer. 

all the people of this country 
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Kroll. 

All the people-? 

Rosmer. 

As many as possible, at any rate. 

Kroll. 

By what means ? 

Rosmer. 

By freeing their minds and purifying their 
wills. 

Kroll. 

You are a dreamer, Rosmer. Will you free 
them ? Will you purify them ? 

Rosmer. 

No, my dear friend—1 will only try to aroure 
them to their task. They themselves must ac¬ 
complish it. 

Kroll. 

And you tliink they can ? 


Rosmer. 

Yes. 

Kroll. 

By their own strength ? 

Rosmer. 

Yes, precisely by their own strength. Tlicre is 
no other. 

Kroll. 

ijcj.] Is this becoming language for a priest ? 

Rosmer. *' 

1 am no longer a priest. 
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Kroll. 

Well but—the faith of your fathers-? 

Rosmer. 

It is mine no more. 

Kroll. 

No more-! 

Rosmer. 

I have given it up. I had to give it 

up, Kroll. 

Krofx. 

[Co7i/ro//*ng his agiiationA Oh, indeed- Yes, 

yes, yes. I suppose one thing goes with another. 
Was this, then, your reason for le.Hving the 
Church ? 

• Ro.smp,r. 

Yes. As soon as my mind was clear—as soon 
as I was quite certain that this was no passing 
attack of scepticism, but a conviction I neither 
couUl nor would shake off—then I at once left the 
Church. 

Kroll. 

So this has been your state of mind all this 
time ! And we~your friends—liave heard nothing 
of it. Rosmer—Rosmer—how could you hide the 
miserable truth from us 1 

Rosmer. 

Because it seemed to me a matter that con¬ 
cerned myself alone. And besides, I did not wish 
to give you and my other friends any needless 
pain^ I thought I might live on here, as before, 
quietly, serenely, happily. I wanted to read, to 
bury myself in all the studies that until then had 
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been sealed books to me. I wanted to make 
myself thoroughly at home in the great world of 
truth and freedom that has been revealed to me. 

Kroll. 

Apostate! Every word proves it. Bul^ why, 
then, do you confess your secret apostasy after 
all ? And why just at this time ? 

liosMER. 

* 

You yourself have driven me to it, Kroll. 

Kroll. 

I ? Have 1 driven ydu-? 

Rosmer. 

When 1 heard of your violence on the platform 
—when I read all the rancorous speeches J^oi^ 
made—your bitter onslaughts on your opponents 
—the contemptuous invectives you heaped on 
them—oh Kroll, to think that you—you—could 
come to this !—then my duty stood imperatively 
before me. Men are growing evil in this struggle. 
Peace and joy and mutual forbearance must once 
more enter into oui souls. That is why 1 now- 
intend to step forward and openly avow myself for 
what I am. I, too, will try my strength. Could 
not you—from your side—help me in this, Kroll ? 

Kroll. 

Never so long as I live will 1 make peace with 
the subversive forces in society. 

Rosmer. 

I 

Then at least let us fight with honourable 
weapons—since fight we must. 
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Whoever is not with me in the essential things - 
of life, him I no longer know. 1 owe him no 
consideration. 

Rosmer. 

Does that apply to me too ? 

Kroll. 

It is you that have broken with me, Rosmer. 

Rosmer. 

Is this a breach then ? 

Kroll. 

This! It is a breach with all who have hitherto 
bjeen your friends. You must take the couse- 
p quences. 

Reuecca West enters jrom the righty and opens 

the door rvide. 


i 

Rebecca. 

There now; he is on his way to his great sacri¬ 
fice. And now we can go to supper. Will you 
come in^ Rector ^ 

Kroll. 

\Takes up his kaij] Good-night, Miss West. I 
have nothing more to do here. 

Rebecca. 

[Eagerly!] What is this ? the door and 

comes forward!] Have you spoken } 

Rosmer. 

He knows everything. 
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Kroll. 

We will not let you go, Rosmer. We will force 
you to come back to us. 

Rosmer. 

I can never stand where I did 

Kroll. 

We shall see. You are not the man to endure 
standing alone. 

Rosmer. 

I shall not be so completely ah)ne after all.— 
There are two of us to bear the loneliness 
together. 

Kroll. 

Ah-1 [A suspicion appears in his face.] That 

too ! Beata's words-! 


Beata’s- 


Rosmer. 


Kroil. 


[Shaking off the thoiighL.] No, no—that was vile. 
Forgive me. 

Rosmer. 

What ? What do you mean ? 

Kroll. 

Don’t ask. Bah ! Forgive me ! Good-bye ! 

[Goes towards the entrance door. 

Rosmer, 

[Follows him.] Kroll ! Our friendship must 
not end like this. I will come and see you 
Ui-Hiorrow. 
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Kroll. 

[In the hall, turns.'] You shall never cross my 
threshold a^ain. 

i He takes up his stick and goes out. 
liosMEK stands for a moment in the door-^ 
way ; then shuts the door and walks up to 
the table. 

Rosmek. 

It does not mjittcr, Rebecca. We will see it 
out, we two fuithiul friends—yoa^ and 1. 

Rebecca. 

What do you think he meant when he said 
'* Tliat was vile } 

Rosmer. 

.Don't trouble about that, dear. He himself 
didn’t believe wliat was in his mind. To-morrow 
1 will go and see him. Good-night! 

Rebecca. 

5Vre you going upstairs so early io-night ? After 
this ? 

Ro.SM£R. 

To-night as usual. 1 feel so relieved, now it is 
over. You se%—I am quite calm, Rcbccca. Do 
you, too, take it calmly. Good-night! 

Rebecca. 

Good-night, dear friend ! Sleep well •' 

[Rosmer goes out by the hall door; hts 
steps are heard ascending the staircase. 

■ From this point, and throufhout when alone, Rosmer and 
Rebecca use the of intimate friendship in speaking to each 
other. 
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[Rebecca goes and pulls a bell-rope near 
the stove. Shortlif after, Madam HeL- 
SETH enters from, the right. 

Rebecca. 

You can take away the supper things. Madam 
HeLseth. Mr. Rosmer doesn't want any tiling, and 
the Rector has gone home. 

Madam Helseth. 

Has the Rector gone ? What was the matter 
with him ? 

Rebecca. 

\Takes up her crochet work."] He said he thought 
there was a heavy storm brewing- 


Madam Helseth. 

What a strange notion I There's not a cloud in 
the sky this evening. 

Rebecca. 

Let us hope he mayn’t meet the White Hoifse ! 
I’m afraid we shall soon be hearing something 
from the bogies now. 

Madam Helseth. 

Lord forgive you, Miss ! Don’t say such awful 
things. 

Rebecca. 

Well, well, well-, 

Madam Helseth. 

[Softly .Do you really think some one is to' 
go soon. Miss ? 

Rebecca. 

No; why should I think so But there are so 
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many sorts of white horses in this worlds Madam 
Helseth.—Welh good-night. 1 shall go to mj 
room now. 

Madam Helseth. 

r 

Good-nighty Miss. 

[Bii:i}ECCA goes out to the rights with her 
crocket-work. 

Madam Helseth. 

\Tums the lamp down, shaking her head and 
niuiteri?ig to hersc/f.^ I^ord—Lord! Tiiat Miss 
West! The things she does say! 



ACT SECOND. 

Johannes Rosmer’s study. Kntrance door on the, 
lejl. At the hack, a doorway with a curtain 
drawn aside, leading mto Rosmer's bedroom. On 
the right a window, and in front of it a writing- 
table covered with books and papers. Hook- 
shelves and cases round the roo?n. 'Fke furniture 
is simple. On the left, an old-fashioned sofa, 
nnth a table in front of it. 

Johannes Rosmer^ in an indoor jacket, is sitting in 
a high-backed chair at the writing-tabIc. lie is 
cutting and turning over the leaves of a pamphlet, 
and reading a little here and there. 

There is a knock at the door on the left., 

Rosmer. 

I" Without moving ] Come in. 

m 

Rebecca West. 

[Enters, dressed in a morninggown.^ Good morn¬ 
ing. 

Rosmer. 

[Turning the leaves of the pamphlet.^ Good morn¬ 
ing, dear. Do you want anything 

Rebecca. 

I only wanted to hear if you had slept well. 
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Rosmer. 

Oil I hiive had a beautiful peaceful 
And you ? 

Rebecca. 

Oh yes, thanks—towards morning- 

Rosmer. 

I don't know when I have felt so light-hearted 
as 1 do now. I am so glad 1 managed to speak 
out at last. 

Rebecca. 

Yes, it is a pity you remained silent so long, 
Rosmer. 

Rosmer. 

*1 don’t understand myself how I could be such 
a coward, 

Rebecca. 

It wasn’t precisely cowardice- 

Rosmer. 

Oh yes, dear—when I think the tiling out, I 
can see there was a touch of cowardice at the 
bottom of it. * 

Rebecca. 

All the braver, then, to make the plunge at last 
[Sils on a chair at the writing-lahle, close to Aim.] 
But now I want to tell you of something I have 
done—and you mustn’t be vexed with me about it. 

* Rosmer. 

Vexed ? How can you think-^ 
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Rebecca^ 

Wellj it was perhaps rather indiscreet of mOj 
but- 

Rosmee. 

Let me' hear what it was. 

Rebecca. 

Yesterday evening, when Ulric Brendel was 
leaving—1 gave him a note to Peter Mortensgard. 

Rosmer. 

[A Hate doubtful.^ Why, my dear Rebecca- 

Well, what did you say 9 

Rebecca. 

I said that he would be doing you a service if 
he would look after that unfortunate creature a 
little, aiid^help him in any way he could. 


Rosmer. 

Dear, you shouldn't have done that. You have 
only done Brendel harm. And Mortensgard is 
not a man I care to have anything to do with. 
You know of that old episode between us. 


Rebecca. 

But don't yon think it would be as well to make 
it up with him again } 

I 

Rosmer. 

I ? With Mortensgard ? In what way do you 
mean ? 

Rebecca. 

Well, you know you can't feel absolutely secure 
now—after this breach with your old friends. 
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at her and shakes his headJ\ Can yoa 
really believe that Kroll or any of the others 
would try to take revenge on me? That they 
would be capable of-? 

Rebecca. 

In the first heat of anger, dear-. No one 

Can be sure. I think—after the way the Rector 
took it-* 

Rosmer. 

Oh, you ought Surely to know him better than 
that. Kroll is a gentleman, to the backbone. 1 
am going into town this afternoon to talk to him. 

I will talk to them all. Oh you shall see how 
easily it will all go- 

Madam Hei<seth appears at the door on the left, 

REBECCiV. 

[Rises ] What is it, Madam Helseth ? 

Madam Helseth. 

Rector Kroll is downstairs in the hall. 

Rosmer. 

[jRwc.? hastily.^ Kroll \ 

Rebecca. 

The Rector! Is it possible—— 

Madam Helseth. 

He wants to know if he may come up and see 
Mr. Rosmer. 

• Rosmer. 

\To Rebecca.] What did I tell you ?—Of course 
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he may. [Gocj to the door and calls down the 
stairs.^ Come up, dear friend ! 1 am delighted 

to see you. 

[Rosmer stands holding the door open. 
Madam Helseth goes out. Rebecca 
draws the curtain before the doorwaxf at 
the hack, and then begins arranging things 
in the room. 

Rector Kroll enters, with his hat in his hand. 

Rosmer. 

[frith quiet emotion.'^ I knew it couldn’t be tlie 
last time- 

Kroll. 

I see things to-day in quite a ditFerent light 
from yesterday. 

Rosmer. 

Ah yes, Kroll; I was sure you would, now that 
you have had time to reflect. 

Kroll. 

You misunderstand me completely. [I^^ays his 
hat on the table beside the sofa.'\ It is of the 
utmost importance that 1 should speak to you, 
alone. 

Rosmer. 

Why may not Miss W'est-? 

• 

Rebecca. 

No no, Mr. Rosmer. I will go. 

Kroll. 

[Looks at her from head to foot.^ And i must 
ask Miss West to excuse my coming at such an 
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untimely hour—taking her unawares before she 
has had time to- 

Rebecca. 

^Surprised. ] What do you mean ? Do you see 
any harm in my wearing a morning gown about 
the house ? 

Kroll. 

Heaven forbid! I know nothing of what ma} 
now be customary at Rosmersholni. 

Rosmeu. 

Why, KroII—you are not yourself to-day ’ 

Rebecca. 

Allow me to wish you good raorni>:g. Rector 

Kroll. [iS’Ac goes out to the lej\. 

' • 

Kroll. 

By your leave- [Sits on the sofa, 

Rosmer. 

Tes, Kroll, sit down, and let us talk things out 
amicably. 

[He seats himself in a chair directly oj^posite 
to the Rector. 

Kroll. 

I haven’t closed an eye since yesterday. I have 
been lying thinking and thinking all night. 

Rosmer. 

And what do you say to things to-day ? 

• Kroll. 

It will be a long stor^*, Rosmer. Let me begin 
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vitl'i a sort of introduction. I can give you news 
of Ulric Brendel. 

I 

Rosmer. 

k 

Flas he called on you ? 

Kroll. 

No. He took up his quarters in a low public- 
house—in the lowest company of course—and 
drank and stood treat as long as he had any 
money. Then he began abusing the whole com¬ 
pany as a set of disreputable blackguards—and so 
far lie was quite right—whereupon they thrashed 
him and pitched him out into the gutter. 

Rosmer. 

So he is incorrigible after all. 


Kroll. 

Ho had pawned the coat too; but I am told 
that has been redeemed for him. Can you guess 
by whom ? 

Robmeb. 

Perhaps by you ? 

Kroll. 

No ; by the distinguished Mr. Mprtensgard. 


Rosmer. 

Ahj indeecL 

Kroll. 


1 understand that Mr. BrendeUs first visit was 
to the ‘^idiofi’ and "plebeian.” 


Rosmer. 

Wellj it was lucky for him- 
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Kroll. 

To be sure it was. [Leaiis over the table towards 
Rosmer.] And that brings me to a matter it 
is my duty to warn you aboutj for our old—for 
our former friendship’s sake, 

Rosmer. 

My dear Kroll, what can that be? 


Kroll. 

It is this: there are things going on behind 
your back in this house. 


Rosmer. 

How can you think so ? Is it Reb—is it Miss 
West you are aiming at? 

Kroll. 

Precisely. I can quite understand it on her 
part. She has so long been accustomed to have 
evesything her own way here. But neverthe¬ 
less— 

Rosmer. 

My dear Kroll, you are utterly mistaken. She 
and 1—we have no concealments from each other 
on any subject whatever. 


Kroll. 

Has she told you, then, that she has entered 
into correspondence with the editor of the 
" Beacon *’ ? 

Rosmer. 

Oh, you are thinking of the few lines she sent 
by Ulric Brendel ? 
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Kroll. 

Then you have found it out. And do you 
approve of her entering into relations with a 
scurrilous scribbler^ who never lets a week pass 
without holding me up to ridicule, both as a 
schoolmaster and as a public man ? 

Rosmer. 

My dear Kroll, I don't suppose that side of the 
matter ever entered her head. And besides, of 
course she has full liberty of action, j ust as I have. 

Kroll. 

Indeed ? Ah, no doubt that follows from your 
new line of thought. For Miss West presumably 
shares your present standpoint } 

Rosmer. 

Yes, she does. We two have worked our way 
forward in faithful comradeship. 

Kroll. 

[Looks at him and slowly shakes his hcad.'\ Oh, 
you blind, deluded being! 

Rosmer. 

I ? Why do you say that ? 

Kroll. 

Becciuse I dare not—I will not think the worst. 
No no, let me say my say out.—You really do 
value my friendship, Rosmer ^ And my respect 
too ? Do you not ? 

Rosmer. «: 

1 surely need not answer that question. 
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Kroll. 

Well, but there are other questions that do 
■ require an answer—a full explanation on your 
part.—Will you submit to a sort of investiga¬ 
tion-? 

Rosmer. 

Investigation ? 

Kroll. 

Yes ; will you let me question you about certain 
things it may pain you to be reminded of.!* You 
see—this apostasy of yours—well, this emancipa¬ 
tion, as you call it—is bound up with many other 
things that for your own sake you must explain 
to me. 

Rosmer. 

My dear Kroll, ask what questions you please. 
1 fiave nothing to conceal. 

Kroll. 

Then tell me—what do you think was the real, 
the*ultimate reason why Beata put an end to her 
life ? 

Rosmer. 

Can you have any doubt on the subject? Or, 
rather, can yo« ask for reasons for what an un¬ 
happy, irresponsible invalid may do ? 

Kroll. 

Are you certain that Beata was completely irre¬ 
sponsible for her actions ? The doctors, at any 
rate, were by no means convinced of it. 

•t 

• Rosmer. 

If tile doctors had ever seen her as I have so 



60 ' ROSMBIlSHOLlf.* [aCT 11 

often seen her^ for clays and nights toge,ther^ they 
'would have had no doubts. 

Kroll. 

1 had no doubts either—then. 

Rosmer, 

Oh no, unhappily, there wasn’t the smallest 
room for doubt. I have told you of her wild 
frenzies of passion—^which she expected me to 
return. Oh, how they appalled me! And then 
her causeless, consuming self-reproaches during 
the last few years. 

Kroll. 

Yes, when she had learnt that she must remain 
childless all her life. 


Rosmer. 

Yes, just think of that ! Such terrible, haunt¬ 
ing agony of mind about a thing utterly beyond 
her control-! How could you call her respon¬ 

sible for her actions ? 

Kroll. 

H*m—. Can you remember whether you 
had any books in the house at that time treating 
of the rationale of marriage—according to the 
“ advanced ” ideas of the day. 

Rosmer. 

I remember Miss West lending me a work of 
the kind. The Doctor left her his library, you 
know. But, my dear Kroll, you surely cannot 
suppose we were so reckleiSs as to let my poor 
sick wife get hold of any such ideas ? I can 
solemnly assure you that the fault was not our8« 
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It was her own distempered brain that drove her 
into these wild aberrations. 


Kroll. 

■ One thing at any rate I can tell yon; and that 
iSj that poor, overstrung, tortured Beata put an 
end to her life in order that you might live happily 
—live freely, and—after your own heart. 


Rosmer. 

[iS/artj half -up from his ckairJ\ What do you 
. mean by that ? 

Kroll. 

Listen to me quietly, Rosmer; for now I can 
speak of it. In the last year of her life she came 
to me twice to pour forth all her anguish and 
despair. 

Rosmer. 

On this same subject } 

^ Kroll. 

No. The first time she came, it was to declare 
that you were on the road to perversion—that you 
were going to break with the faith of your 
fathers. r 

Rosmer, 

[Eagerly,"] What you say is impossible, Kroll! 
Absolutely impossible! You must be mistaken. 


Kroll. 


' And why ? 

Rosmer. 

Because while Beala was alive I was stiR 
wrestling with myself in doubt. And that fight 1 
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out alone and in utter silence. 1 don’t 
think even Rebecca- 


Rebecca ? 


Kroll. 


Rosmer. 

Oh well—Miss West. I call her Rebecca for 
convenience' sake. ■ 

Kroll. 

So 1 have remarked. 


Rosmer. 

So it is inconceivable to me how Beata could 
have got hold of the idea. And why did she not 
speak to me myself about it ? She never did— 
she never said a single word. 

I 

Kroll. 

Poor creature—she begged and implored me 
to talk to you. 

Rosmer. 

And why did you not ? 

Kroll. 

At that time I never for a moment doubted 
that she was out of her mind. "Such an accu'ia- 
tion against a man like you !—And then she came 
again—about a month later. This time she 
seemed outwardly calmer; but as she was going 
she said : ^'They may soon expect the. White 
Horse at Rosmersholm now." 


Rosmer. 

Yes, yes. The White Horse—she often spoke 
of it. 



ACT II.] 


nosMRnsiroLM. 


63 


Kroll. 

And when I tried to divert her mind from such 
melancholy fancies, she only answered : " I have 
not long to live ; for Johannes must marry Rebecca 
at once."' 

HOSMEII. 

\Almost speechless."I What do you say ? I 
marry-? 

Kroll. 

I'hat was on a Thursday afternoon-. Ofi 

the Saturday evening she threw herself from the 
bridge into the mill -race. 

O 

Rosmer. 

And you never warned us-! 

Kroll. 

You know very well how often she used to say 
that she felt her end was near. 

Rosmer. 

■ 

Yes, I know^ But nevertheless—^you should 
liave w'arned us! 

Kroll. 

1 did think pf it; but not till too late. 

Rosmer. 

But afterwards, why did you not- ^ Why 

have you said nothing about all this ^ 

Kroll. 

What good would it have done for me to come 
torturing and harassing you still further } I took 
all she said for mere wild,- empty ravings—until 
yesterday evening. 
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Rosmer. 

Then you have now changed your opinion ? 

Kroll. 

Did not Beata see quite clearly when she 
declared you were about to desert the faith of 
your fathers ? 

Rosmer. 

\Looks fixedly, straight before him.^ I cannot 
understand it. It is the most incomprehensible 
thing in the world. 

Kroll. 

Incomprehensible or not—there it is. And 
now I ask you, Rosmer,—how much truth is there 
in her other accusation ? The last one, I mean. 

Rosmer. 

Accusation? Was that an accusation? 

Kroll. 

Perhaps you did not notice the way she worded 
it. She had to go, she said—why ? 

Rosmer. 

In order that I might marry Rebecca- 

Kroll. 

These were not precisely her words. Beata 
used a' different expression. She said : I have 
not long to live; for Johannes must marry 
Rebecca at once." 

RosnfER. 

[hooks at him fot a moment; then rwcj.] Now 
I understand you, Kroll. 
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Kroll. 

And what then ? What is your answer ? 

Rosmer: 

[5'/i7Z quiet and self-restirained,’\ To such an 

unheard-of-? The only fitting answer would 

be to point the door. 

Kroll. 

[i2z.9Cj.] Well and good. 

Rosmer. 

[Stands in front of him.'\ Listen to me. For more 
than a year—ever since Beala left us—Rebecca 
West and I have lived alone here at Rosmcrsholm. 
During all that time you have known of Beata's 
accusation against us. But I have never for a 
rriument noticed that you disapproved of Rebecca’s 
living in my house. 

Kroll. 

I did not know till yesterday evening that it 
was* an unbelieving man who w'as living with an— 
emancipated woman. 

Rosmer. 

Ah-! Then you do hot believe that purity 

of mind is to*be found among the unbelieving 
and the emancipated You do not believe that 
morality may be an instinctive law of their nature ! 

Krolij. 

I have no great faith in the morality that is not 
founded on the teachings of the Church. 

. Rosmer. 

And you mean this to apply to Rebecca and 
me ? To the relation between us two-? 
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KriOLL. 


Not even out of consideration for you two can 
I depart from my opinion that there is no un¬ 
fathomable gulf between free thought and— 
b’m- 

Kosmer. 


And what ? 


Kroll. 


and free love,—since you w'ill have it. 


Rosmer. 

[/;* a low voice.] And you are not ashamed to 
say this to me ! You, wdio have known me from 
my earliest youth ! 

Ktioll. 

For that very reason. I know how easily you 
are influenced by the j*eople you associate with. 
And this Rebecca of yours—well. Miss West then 
—we really know little or nothing about her. In 
short, Rosmer—I will ifbt give you up. And you 
—you must try to save youiself in time. 

Rosaer. 

Save myself.^ Kow- ? 

c 

Madam IJelpeth pecj).s in at the door on the left , 

Rosmeri 

What do you want } 

Madam Helseth. 

I wanted to ask Miss West to step downstairs. 

Rosmer. 

Miss West is not up here. 
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Madam Helseth. 

Isn’t she ? [Looks round the TOOin.'\ Well, that’s 
strange. [*S/4c goes. 

Rosmer. 

You were saying- } 

Kroll. 

Listen to me. 1 am not going to inquire too 
closely into the secret history of what went on 
here in Beata’s lifetime—and mjiy still be going 
on. I know that your marriage was a most un- 
Jiappy one ; and 1 suppose that must be taken as 
some sort of excuse- 


Rosmer. 

Ohj how little you really know me— I 

Kroli.. 

Don’t interrupt me. What I mean is this: if 
your present mode of life with Miss West is to 
continue, it is absolutely necessary that the change 
of views—the unhappy backsliding—brought 
about by her evil influence, should be hushed up. 
Let me speak! Let me speak ! 1 say, if the 

worst comes to the worst, in Heaven’s name think 
and believe wljatever you like about everything 
under the sun. But you must keep your views to 
yourself. These things are purely personal matters, 
after all. There is no need to proclaim them from 
the housetops. 

Rosmer. 

I feel it an absolute necessity to get out of a false 
and equivocal position. 

Kroll. 

But you have a duty tow^ards the traditions of 
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your race, Rosmer ! Remember that! Rosmers- 
holm lias^ so to speak^ radiated morality and order 
from time immemorial—yes, and respectful con¬ 
formity to all that is accepted and sanctioned by 
the best people. The whole district has taken its 
stamp from Rosmersholm. It would lead to de¬ 
plorable, irremediable confusion if it were known 
that you had broken with what I may call the 
hereditary idea of the house of Rosmer. 

Rosmer. 

My dear Kroll, 1 cannot see the matter in that 
light. I look upon it as my imperative duty to 
spread a little light and gladness here, where the 
Rosmer family has from generation to gcneiation 
been a centre of darkness and oppression. 

r 

Kroll. 

[Loo^s at him severehj.^ Yes, that would be a 
worthy life-work for the last of your race ! No, 
Rosmer; let such things alone ; you are the last 
man for such a task. You were born to be a ^uiet 
student. 

Rosmer. 

Perhaps so. But for once in a way I mean to 
bear my part in the battle of life.* 

Kroll. 

And do you know what that battle of life will 
mean for you? It will mean a life-and-death 
struggle with all your friends. 

Rosmer. 

[Quietly.'] They cannot all be such fanatics as 
you. 
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Kroll. 

You are a credulous creature/ Rosmer. An in¬ 
experienced creature too. You have no conception 
of the overwhelming storm that will burst upon you. 

Madam Helsetu looks in at the door on the left 

Madam Helseth. 

Miss West wants to know- 

Rosmer. 

What is it ? 

Madam Helseth. 

There's a man downstairs wanting to have a 
word with the Pastor. 

Rosmer. 

Is it the man who Was here yesterday evening ? 

Madam Helseth. 

Noj it's that MortensgS.rd. 

Rosmer. 

Mortensgard ? 

Kroll. 

Aha ! So it has come to this, has it?—Already! 

Rosmer. 

What does he want with me ? Why didn't you 
send him away ? 

Madam Helseth. 

Miss West said 1 was to ask if he might come 
upstairs. 

Rosmer. 

Tell him I'm engaged—— 
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Kroll. 

[To Madam Helseth.] Let him come up. Madam 
Llelseth. [Madam Helseth goej 

Kroll. 

[Takes vp his kat.'\ I retire from the fieKl—for 
tlie moment. But the main battle has yet to be 
fought. 

Rosmek. 

On my honour, Kroll—1 have nothing whatever 
to do with Mortensgard. 

Kroll. 

I do not believe you. On no subject and in no 
relation whatever will I henceforth believe you. 
It is war to the knife now. We will try whether 
we cannot disarm you. 

Rosmer. 

Oh Kroll—how low—how very low you have 
sunk ! 

Kholi . 

I ? And you think you have the rigiit to say 
that to me ! Remember Beata I 

Rosmer. • 

Still harping upon that.^ 

Kroll. 

No. You must solve the enigma of the mill- 
rare according to your own conscience--if you have 
anything of the sort left. 

Peter MortensoIro enters softly and quietly from 
the left. He is a small, wiry man with thin red'- 
disk hair and beard. 
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KnoLL. 

\}Viih a look of hatred.] Ah^ here we have the 
“ liearon”—burning at KosinershGlm! [litiitonshix 
coat.] Well, now 1 can no longer liositatc what 
course to steer. 

MortensgAud. 

[DefereniuiUy.] I'lie Beacon ” may always be 
relied upon to light the Rector hoine- 

Kroll. 

Ves; you have long shown your goodwill. To 
!)e sure there’s a commandment about bearing 
false w'ituess against your neighbour- 

Mortensoard. 

RocLo. Kroll need not instruct me in the com¬ 
mandments. 

Kroll. 

Not. - ven in the seventh ? 

« 

• Rosmerj 

Kro-'-1 

MortenscxArd. 

If I needed instruction, it would rather he the 
Pastor's business. 

Kroll. 

[ With covert sarcasm.] The Pastor’sOh yes, un¬ 
questionably Ptastor Rosmer is the man for that.— 
Good luf'k to your conference, genlleinen ! 

\Goes out and slams idie door behind him. 

Rosmer. 

[Keeps nis eyes fixed on the closed door and says 
himself.^ Well, well—so be it then. [jTwnw.] W 
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you be good enough to tell me, Mr. Mortensg&rd, 
what brings you out here to me ? 

MortensgArd. 

It was really Miss West I came to sec. I 
wanted to thank her for the friendly note I received 
from her yesterday. 

Rosmeh. 

I know she wrote to you. Have you seen her 
then ? 

MortensgArd. 

Yes, for a short time. s/ig/itfy.] I hear 

there has been a certain change of views out liere 
at Rosmersholm. 

Rosmer. 

My views are altered in many respects. I might 
almost say in all. 

MortensgArd. 

So Miss West told me ; and th.at's why she 
thought 1 had better come up and talk things over 
with the Pastor, 

Rosmer. 

What things, Mr. Mortensgard ? 

MortensgArd. 

I 

May 1 announce in the Beacon’’ that there has 
been a change in your views—that you have joined 
the party of ^freedom and progress ? 

Rosmer. 

Certainly you may. In fact, I beg you to make 
the announcement. 

MortensgArd. 

I 

Then it shall appear in to-morrow's paper. It 
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will cause A great sensation when it’s known that 
Pastor Rosmer of Rosmersholm is prepared to take 
up arms for the cause of light, in that sense too. 

Rosmer. 

I don’t quite understand you. 

MortensgArd. 

I mean that the moral position of our party is 
greatly strengthened whenever we gain an adhe¬ 
rent of serious, Christian principles. 

Rosmer. 

[ With some surprise.] I'hen you do not know-? 

Did not Miss West tell you that too 

MortensgArd. 

What, Pastor Rosmer? Miss West was in a 
great hurry. She said I was to go upstairs and 
hear the rest from yourself. 

I 

• Rosmer. 

Well, in that case I may tell you that I have 
emancipated myself entirely, and on every side. I 
have broken with all the dogmas of the Church. 
Henceforth they are nothing to me. 

' MortensgArd. 

[Looks at him in amazement.] Well—if the skies 

were to fall I couldn’t be more-! Pastor 

Rosmei himself announces-- 

Rosmer. 

Yes, 1 now stand where you have stood for 
many years. That, too, you may announce in the 
" Beacon^' to-morrow. 
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MortensgArd. 

Th.it too ? No, my dear Pastor—excuse me—^ 
T don’t think it would be wise to touch on that 
side of tlie matter. 

Rosmer. 

Not touch on it ? 

MortensgArd, 

Not at present, I mean. 

Rosmer. 

1 don’t understand- 

MortensgArd. 

Well you see. Pastor Rosmer—you probably 
don’t know the ins and outs of things so well as 
I do. IIlit, since you have come over to the 
party of freedom—and, as 1 hear from Miss West, 
you intend to take an active share in the move¬ 
ment—I presume you would like to be of as much 
service as possible, both to the cause in general and 
to this particular agitation. 

Rosmer. 

Yes, that is my earnest wish. 

MortensgArd. 

Good. But now I must tell you. Pastor Rosmer, 
that if you openly declare your defection from the 
Church, you tie your own hands at the very outset. 

Rosmer. 

Do you think so ? 

MortensgArd. 

Yes ; believe me, you w'on’t be able towdo much 
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for the cause, in this part of the country at any 
rate. And besides—we have plenty of free¬ 
thinkers already. Pastor Rosmer—I might almost 
say too many. What the party requires, is a 
Christian element—something that every one must 
respect. That is what we are sadly in need of. 
And therefore I advise you to keep your own 
counsel about what doesn't concern the public. 
That's my view of the matter, at least. 

Rosmer. 

I understand. Then if I openly confess my 
apostasy, you dare not have anything to do 
with me ? 

MortensoArd. 

[^ha/diig his head.^ I .scarcely like to risk it, 
Paslr/ Rosmer. I have made it a rule for some 
time past not to support any one or anything that 
is actively opposed to the Church. 

Rosmer. 

Then you have yourself returned to the Church? 

Mortensgahd. 

That concerns no one but myself. 

Rosmer. 

Ah, so that is it. Now I understand you. 

MortensoArd. 

Pastor Rosmer—you ought to remember that 1 
—I in particular—have not full liberty of action. 

Rosmer. 

What Clampers you ? 
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MortensoIrd. 

The fact that I am a marked man. 

Rosmer. 

Ah—indeed. 

MorticnsoArd. 

A marked marii Pastor Rosmer. You, above all 
men, should remember that; for I have chiefly 
you to thank for the scandal that branded me. 

Rosmer. 

If 1 had then stood where I stand now, I should 
have dealt more gently with your offence. 

MortensoArd. 

That I don’t doubt. But it is too late now. You 
have branded me once for all—branded me for 
life. I suppose you can scarcely understand what 
that m'eans. But now you may perhaps come to 
feel the smart of it yourself. Pastor Rosmer. 

Rosmer. 

I? 

MortensgArd. 

I 

Yes. You surely don’t supp'ose that Rector 
Kroll and his set will ever forgive a desertion like 
yours ? I hear the County News ” is going to be 
very savage In future. You too may find yourself 
a marked man before long. 

Rosmer. 

In personal mattci-s, Mr. Mortensgard, I feel 
myself secure from attack. My life is beyond 
reproach. 
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MortensgArd. 

[With a siff smile 'L’hat’s a large wortl^ Mr 
Rosmer. 

Rosmer. 

Perhaps; but I have a right to use it. 

MortensgArd. 

Even if you were to scrutinise your conduct as 
closely as you once scrutinised mine ? 

Rosmer. 

Your tone is very curious. What arc you hinting 
at } Anything definite ? 

MortensgArd. 

Y'es, something definite. Only one thing. But 
th.it might be bad enough, if malicious opponents 
got wind of it. 

Rosmer. 

Will you have the kindness to let me hear what 
it ? 

MortensgArd. 

Cannot you guess for yourself, Pastor ? 

Rosmer. 

No, certainly not. I have not the slightest idea. 

MortensgArd. 

Well wellj I suppose I must come out with it 
then.—I have in my possession a strange letter, 
dated from Rosmersholm. 

Rosmer. 

Miss West's letter, do you mean? Is it so 
strangeff 
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MortensqArd. 

No, there’s nothing strange about tliat. But I 
mce received another letter from tliis house, 

Rosmer. 

Also from Miss West ? 

Morten'rgIrd. 

No, Mr. Rosmer. 

Rosmer. 

Well then, from whom ? From whom? 

MortensgAiid. 

From the late Mrs. Rosmer. 

Rosmer. 

From my wife ! You received a letter from my 
■vife ! 

MortensgArd. 

I did. 

Rosmer. 

When ? 

MortexsgArd. 

Towards the close of Mrs. Rosmer’s life. Perhaps 
about a year and a half ago. That is the letter 1 
call strange. * 

Rosmer, 

I suppose you know that my w'ife’s mind was 
affected at that time, 

MortensgArd. 

Yes ; I know many people thought so. But I 
don’t think there was anything in the letter to show 
it. When 1 call it strange, I mean in another 
sense. « 
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Rosmek. 

And what in the world did my poor wife Lake it 
into her head to write to you about :* 

MonTENsoAiiD, 

I have the letter at home. She begins to the 
cfTect that she is living in great anxiety and fear; 
there are so many malicious people about here, she 
says ; and they think of nothing but causing you 
trouble and injury. 

Rosmer. 

Me ? 

Moutensgard. 

Yes, so she says. And then comes the strangest 
part of all. Shall I go on. Pastor Rosmer ? 

Rosmer. 

Assuredly ! Tell me everything, without reserve. 

MortensgArd. 

The deceased lady begs and implores me to be 
magiianimous. She knows, she says, thatit was her 
husband that had me dismissed from my post as 
teacher; and she conjures me by all that's sacred 
not to avenge myself. 

• Rosmer. 

How did she suppose you could avenge yourself? 

MortbnsgArd. 

The letter says that if I should hear rumours of 
sinful doings at Rosinersholm, 1 am not to believe 
them; they are only spread abroad by wicked 
people who wish to make you unhappy. 

Rosmer. 

Is all ^lat in the letter ? 
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MortensgAud. 

You may read it for yourself, sir, when you 
please. 

Rosmer, 

l^Lit I don’t understand-! What did she 

imagine the rumours to be about ? 

MortensgArd. 

Firstly, that the Pastor had deserted the faith 
of his fathers. Your wife denied that absolutely 
^then. And next—h'm—— 

Rosmer. 

Next ? 

MortensgArd. 

Well, next she writes—rather confusedly—that 
she knows nothing of any sinful intrigue at 
Rosmersholm; that she has never been w'ronged in 
any way. And if any such rumours should get 
about, she implores me to say nothing of the 
matter in the Beacon." 


Rosmer. 

Is no name mentioned ? 

MortensgArd. 

None. 

Rosmer. 

Who brought you the letter ? 

MorI'ensgArd. 

1 have promised not to say. It was handed to 
me one evening, at dusk. 

Rosmer. 

If you had made inquiries at the time, you 
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would have learnt that my poor unhappy wife was 
not fully accountable for her actions. 

MoutensoArd. 

I (lid make inquiries. Pastor Rosme^*. But I 
must say that was not the impression. I received. 

HOSMER. 

Was it not ?—But what is your precise reason 
for telling me now about this incomprehensible 
old letter ? 

MortensgArd. 

To impress on you the necessity for extreme 
prudence. Pastor Rosnier. 

Rosmer. 

In my life, do you mean ? 

MortensgAru. 

Yes. You must remember that from to-day 
yoif have ceased to be a neulral. 

Rosmer. 

Then you have quite made up your mind that 
I must have scenic thing to conceal ? 

MortensgArd 

I don't know wliy an emancipated man should 
refrain from liziiig his life out as fully as possible. 
But, as I said before, be exceedingly cautious in 
future. If anything should get abroad that con¬ 
flicts with current prejudices, you may be sure 
the whole liberal movement will have to suffer 
for it.-rf^Good-bye, Pastor Rosmer. 

lA 


F 
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Rosmeu. 

Good-bye. 

MohtensgAiid. 

I shall go straight to tlie office and have the 
great news put into the Beacon." 

Rosmer. 

Yes; omit nothing. 

MortensgArd. 

I shall omit nothing that the public need 
know. 

[He hairs and goes out. Rosmer remains 
standing in the doortvay ivkile he goes 
donm the stairs. The outer door is heard 
to dose, 

Rosmer. 

[/» the doorwayf calls sojlh/.^ Rebecca ! Re- 

H’m \Aloud.'\ Madam Helseth,—is Miss West 
not there ? 

M AUAM Helsf. rif. 

[From the hall.~[ No, Pastor Rosmer, she’s not 
nere. 

yrhe curtain at the hack is drawn aside, 
Rebecca appears in the doorway, 

Rebecca, 

Rosmer ! 

Rosmer. 

[TumsJ] What! Were you in my room ? My 
dear, what were you doing there ? 

Rebecca. 

[Got'J vp to kim.'\ I was listening. - 
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RoiiMKU. 

Oh, Rebecca, how could you ? 

Rericcca, 

I could not help it. He said it so hatefully— 
that about niy morning gown- 


Rosmer. 

Then you were there when Kroll-? 

Rebecca. 

Ti'cs. I wanted to know what was lurking in 
his mind. 

Rosmer. 

1 would have told you. 

Rebecca. 

You would scarcely have told me all. And 
certainly not in his own words. 

, Rosmer. 

Did you hear everything, then ? 

Rebecca. 

Nearly everything, I think. I had to go down¬ 
stairs for a moment when Mortensgard came. 

Rosmer. 

And then you came back again-? 

Rebecca. 

Don't* be vexed with me, dear friend! 


Rosmer. 

Do '^^atever you think right 


You are mistress 
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of your own actions.—But what do you say to ali 

this, Rebecca-? Oh, I seem never to have 

needed you so much before ! 

Rebecca. 

Both you and I have been prepared for what 
must happen some time. 

Rosmer. 

No, no—not for this. 

Rebecca. 

Not for this ? 

Rosmer. 

I knew well enough that sooner or later our 
beautiful, pure friendship miglit be misinterpreted 
and soiled. Not by Kroll—I could never have 
believed such a thing of him—but by all those 
other people with the coarse souls and the ignoble 
eyes. Oh yes—I had reason enough for keeping 
our alliance so jealously concealed. It was a 
dangerous secret. 

Rebecca. 

Oh, why should we care what all those people 
think ! We know in our own hearts that we are 
■ blameless. * 

Rosmer. 

Blameless ? I ? Yes, I thouglit so—till to-day. 
But now—now, Rebecca- ^ 

Rebecca. 

Well, what now ? 

Rosmer. 

How am 1 to explain Beata’s terrible accusa- 
tion ? • 
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Rebecca. 

\yehemeiedly^ Oh, don't speak of Beata ! Don't 
think of Beata any more! You were just begin¬ 
ning to shake off the hold she has upon you, even 
in the grave. 

Rosmbr. 

Since I have heard all this, she seems, in a 
ghastly sort of way, to be alive again. 

Rebecca. 

Oh no—not that, Rosmer ! Not that 1 

Rosmer. 

Yes, I tell you. We must try to get to the 
bottom of this. What can possibi}' liave led her 
to misinterpret things so fatally ? 

Rebecca. 

You are surely not beginning to doubt that she 
was on the very verge of insanity ? 

• . Rosmer. 

Oh yes—that is just what I can't feel quite 
certain of any longer. And besides—even if she 
was- 

• Rebecca. 

If she was ? Well, what then ? 

Rosmer. 

I mean—where are we to look for the deter¬ 
mining cause that drove her morbid spirit over 
the border-line of madness ? 

Rebecca. 

0]^^hy brood over problems no one can solve ? 
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Rosmer. 

I cannot help it, Rebecca. I cannot shake off 
these gnawing doubts, however much I may wish 
to. 

Rebecca. 

But it may become dangerous—this eternal 
dwelling upon one miserable subject. 

Rosmer. 

\}^^alks about I'estlesslijy in tkou'ght.~\ I must have 
betrayed myself in one way or another. Slie must 
have noticed how happy 1 began to feel from the 
time you came to us. 

Rebecca. 

Yes but, dear, even if she did-? 

Rosmer. 

Be sure it didn't escape her that we read the 
same books—that the interest of discussing all 
the new ideas drew us together. Yet I cannot 
understand it! I was so careful to sj>are her. 'As 
1 look back, it seems to me I made it the business 
of my life to keep her in ignorance of all our 
interests. Did I not, Rebecca ? 

t 

Rebecca. 

Yes, yes ; certainly you did. 

■ 

Rosmer. 

And you too. And yet-! Oh, it's terrible 

to think of! She must have gone about liere— 
full of her morbid passion—saying never a word— 
watching us—noting everything—^and misinter¬ 
preting everything. 
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Rebecca. 

[Pressing her hands together,!^ Oh, 1 should never 
have come to Rosmersholm! 

. lioSMER. 

To think of all she must have suffered in 
silence ! All the foulness her sick brain must 
have conjured up around us ! Did she never say 
anything to you to put you at all on the alert ? 

Rebecca. 

[As if startled.^ To me ! Do you think I 
should have stayed a day longer if she had ? 


Rosmeu. 

No, no, of course not.—Oh, what a battle she 
must have fought! And alone too, Rebecca; 
desperate and quite alone !—and then, at last, that 
heart-breaking, accusing victory—in the mill-race. 

[Throws himself into the chair by the 

• writing-tablej nith his elbows on the table 

and his Jace in his hands. 

Rebecca. 

[Approaches him cautiouslyJ'rom behind.'] Listen, 
Rosmer. If it were in your pow'er to call Reata 
back—to you—to Rosmersholm—would you do ' 
it ? 

Rosmer. 

Oh, how do I know what I would or would not 
do } 1 can think of notliing but this one thing 

-—that cannot be recalled. 

Rebecca. 

were just beginning to live, Rosmer. You 
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had begHn, You had freed yourself—on every 
side. You felt so buoyant and happy-- 

Rosmer. 

Oh yes—I did indeed.—And now this crushing 
blow falls on me. 

Redgcca. 

[Behind him, rests her arms on ike chair-hack.^ 
How beautiful it was when we sat in the twilight, 
ill the room downstairs, helping each other to lay 
out our new life-plans! You were to set reso¬ 
lutely to work in the world—the living world of 
to-day, as you said. You were to go as a messen¬ 
ger of emancipation from home to home ; to win 
over minds and wills; to create noble-men around 
you in wider and wider circles. Noble-men. 


Rosmer. 

Happy noble-men. 

Redecca. 

Yes—^happy. 

Rosmer. 

For it is liappiness that ennobled, Rebecca. 


Rebecca. 

Should you not say—sorrow as well ? A great 
sorrow ? 

Rosmer. 

Yes—if one can get through it—over it— away 
from it. 

Rebecca. 

That is what you must do. 

Rosmer. . 

[Shakes his head glo omi/y.] I shall never get 
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over this—wholly. There will always be a doubt 
—a question left. 1 can never again know that 
luxury of the soul which makes life so marvellously 
sweet to live! 

Rebecca. 

[Bends over his chair-back, and says more softly ;] 
What is it you meaii^ Rosmer ? 

Rosmer. 

[Looking vp at ker.^ Peaceful, happy innocence. 

Rebecca. 

[Recoils a step.’l Yes. Innocence. 

[A short pause. 

Rosmer. 

[ }Viik his elbow on the table, ieaning his head on 
his hand, and looking straight before hini.^ And 
what extraordinary penetration she showed! 
How system.atically she' put all this together! 

First she begins to doubt my orthodoxy- 

How could that occur to her? But it did occur 
to her ; and then it grew to be a certainty. And 
then—yes, then of course it was easy for her to 
think all the rest possible. ttp in his chair 

arid runs his hands through his 4a«V.] Oh, all 
these horrible •imaginings! I shall never get 
rid of'them. I' feel it. I know it. At any 
moment they will come rushing in upon me, and 
bring back the thought of tile dead! 

Rebecca. 

Like the White Horse of Rosinersholm. 

^ ■ Rosmer. 

Yes, liljjp that. Rushing forth in the darkness 
—in th^silence. 
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Ueijecca. 

And because of this miserable figment of the 
brain, you will let slip the hold you were begin¬ 
ning to take upon the living world ? 

Rosmer. 

You may well think it hard. Yes, hard, 
Rebecca. But I have no choice. How could I 
ever leave this behind me ? 


Redecca. 

i Behhid his chairJ^ By entering into nevsr 
a lions. 


Rosmer. 

[Surprised, loohs wp.] New relations ? 


Rebecca. 

Yes, new relations to the outside world. I.ive, 
work, act. Don't sit here brooding and groping 
among insoluble enigmas. 

Rosmer. 

[Rwes.] New relations? [Walks across the 
JlooVy stops at the door and then conics back.] One 
question occurs to me. bias it not occurred to 
you too, Rebecca ? ' ^ 

Rebecca. 

[Drawing breath with difficulty.^ Let me—hear 
—what it is ? 

Rosmer. 

What form do you think our relations will take 
after to-day } 

Rebecca. 

I believe our friendship will endure—;Come what 

may. 



ACT II.] 


IlOSMERSHOLM. 


91 


Rosmer. 

That is not exactly what I meant. The thinpj 
that first brought us together, and that unites us 
so closely—our common faith in a pure comrade¬ 
ship between man and woman- 

Rebecca. 

Yes, yes—w’hat of that ? 

Rosmer. 

I mean, that such a relation—as this of ours— 
does it not presuppose a quiet, happy, lieaceful 
life-? 

Rebecca. 

What then ? 

Rosmer. 

But the life I must now look forward too is one 
of struggle and unrest and strong agitations. For 
I will live my life, Rebecca ! I will not be 
crushed to earth by horrible possibilities. I will 
not have rny course of life forced upon me, eithei 
by the living or by—any one else. 

Rebecca. 

No, no—do not J Be an absolutely free man, 
Rosmer! • 

Rosmer. 

But can you not guess what is in my mind } 
Do you not know ? Don't you see how 1 can best 
shake off all gnawing memories—all the unhappy 
past ? 

R EBECCA. 

How ? 

Rosmer. 

By oppoUlffg to it a new a living reality* 
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Redecca. 

\Feeling for the chair-back."] ' A living-^- 

What do you mean ? 

Rosmer. 

\Comcs nearer.] Rebecca—if I were to iisk you 
—will you be my second wife ? 

Rebecca. 

, [For a moment speechless^ then cries out with joy.] 
^our wife ? Your-— ! I i 

Rosmer. 

Come ; let us try it. We two will be one. The 
place of the dead must stand empty no longer. 

Rebecca. 

I—in Beata’s place-! 

Rosmer. 

Then she will be out of the saga—completely— 
for ever and ever. 

Rebecca. 

[Softly, trembUng^] Do you believe that, 
Rosmer ? 

Rosmer. 

It must be so ! It must! I cannot—I will 
not go through life with a dead body on my back. 
Help me to cast it off^ Rebecca. And let us stifle 
all memories in freedom, in joy, in passion. You 
shall be to me the only wife 1 have ever had. 

Rebecca. 

[With self-command.] Never speak of this 
again. I will never be your wife. ^ ‘ 
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Hosmer. 

What! Never! Uo you not think you could 
come to love me ? la there not alrefidy a strain 
of love in our friendship ? 

Rebecca. 

her hands over her ears as if in terror. 
Don’t speak so, Rosmer ! Don’t say such things ! 

Rosmer. 

[Seizes her arm.] Yes, yes—there is a growing 
promise in our relation. Oh, I can see that you 
feel it too. Do you not, Rebecca 

Rebecca. 

[Oticc more firm and calm.] lasten to me. I 
tell you—if you persist in this, 1 will go away 
from Rosmersholm. 

Rosmer. 

Conaway! You! You tcannot. It is iinpos' 
sible. 

Rebecca. 

It is still more impossible that I should be your 
wife. Never in this world can 1 marry you. 

Rosmer. 

\Looks at her in suTpri.se.] You say can ” ; and 
you say it so strangely. Why can you not ? 

Rebecca. 

[S'cMres both his hands.] Dear friend—both for 
your own sabe and for mine—do not ask why. 
[Lets go hj^ hands.] Do not, Rosmer. 

^ [Goes towards the door on the left. 



94 


IIOSMERSHOLM. 


[act II. 


Rosmer. 

Henceforth I can think of nothing but that'one 
question—why ? 

Rebecca. 

l^Funis and looks at him.^ Then it is all over. 

Rosmer. 

Between you and me ? 

Rebecca. 

Yes. 

Rosmer. 

It will never be all over between us two. You 
will never leave Rosmersholm. 


Rebecca. 

[ With her hand on the door-ha?idle.^ No, per- 
linps I shall not. But if you ask me again - it is 
all over. 

Rosmer. 

All over ? How-? 


Rebecca. 

For then I will go the way that Beata went. 
Now you know it, Rosmer. , 


Rosmer. 


Reheccar 


Rebecca. 

\In the doorway, nods slowlyJ] Now you know it. 

goes out. 

Rosmer. 

[iS/arM, thunderstmek, at the doh>\ and says to 
himself.^ What—is—this? 



ACT THIRD. 

The sitting-room at liosmershohn. The windom and 
the entrance door are open. The sun is shining 
outside. Forenoon. 

Rebecca West, dressed as in the Jlrst Act, stands at 
the jvindow, watering and arrartging the Jlowers. 
Jler crochet-work lies in the ann-chair. Madam 
Helsetii is moving about, dusting the Jurnil lire 
with a feat her-brush. 

Rebecca. 

[AJler a short silence.^ I can’t understand the 
Pastor remaining so long upstairs to-day. 

* Madam Helsetii. 

Oh, he often does that. But he’ll soon be down 
now, 1 should think. 

• Rebecca. 

Have you seen anything of him ? 

Madam Helsetii. 

I caught a glimpse of him when I went upstairs 
with his coffee. He was in his bedroom, dressing. 


Rebecca. 

I asked because he was a little out of sorts 
yesterda^pr 
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Madam Hei^eth. 

He didn't look -well. I wonder if there isn't 
something amiss between him and his brother-in- 
law. 

Rebecca. 

What do you think it can be ? 

Madam Helsrtii. 

I couldn’t say. Perhaps it’s that Moriensgard 
that has been setting them against each other. 

Rebecca. 

Likely enough.—Do you know anytliiiig of this 
Peter Mortensgard ? 

Madam Helsetii. 

No indeed. How could you think so. Miss ? 
A fellow like him. 

Rebecca. 

Do you mean because be edits such a low 
paper ? 

Madam Helseth. 

Oh, it’s not only that.—You must have heard. 
Miss, that he hrid a child by a married woman 
that had been deserted by her husband } 

Rebecca. 

Yes, I have heard of it. But it must have been 
long before I came here. 

Madam Helseth. 

It's true he was very young at the time; and 
she should have known better., He wanted to 
marry her too ; but of course he couldn't do that. 
And I don’t say he hasn't paid dear 'lox it.—But, 
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good Lord, Morteiisg&rd has got on in the world 
since tliose days. There's a many peojile run 
after him now. 

Rebecca. 

Yes, most of the poor people bring their affairs 
to him when they’re in any trouble. 


Madam Helseth. 

Ah, and others too, perhaps, besides the poor 
folk- 


Rebecca. 

[Looks at her furtively.^ Indeed. 


Madam Helseth. 

[By the sofa, dusting away vigorously. Perhaps 
tbe last people you would think likely to. Miss. 

Rebecca. 

\Busij with the Jlomers.^ Come now, that's only 
an idea of yours, Madam Helseth. You can’t be 
sure of what you’re saying. 

Madam Helseth. 

You think I cjin’t. Miss ? But I can tell you 1 
am. Why—if you must know it—I once took a 
letter in to Mor^ensgard myself. 

Rebecca. 

[Turning.'] No—did you? 

Madam Helseth. 

Yes, indeed 1 did. And a letter that was 
written here at Rosmersholm too. 


^ Rebecca. 
Realfi^lffadam Helseth? 

IJC 


a 
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, Madam IIelsetii. 

Yes, that it was. And it was on fine paper, 
and there was a fine red seal on it too. 

Rebecca. 

And it was given to you to deliver ? Then, 
my dear Madam Helseth, it’s not difficult to 
guess who wrote it. 

Madam Helseth. 

Well ? 

Rebecca. 

It must have been something that poor Mrs, 
Rosmer, in her morbid state- 

Madam Helseth. 

It's you that say that, Miss, not me. 

Rebecca. 

But what was in the letter } Oh, I forgot-- 

you can't know that. 

Madam Helseth. • ^ 

H’m ; what if I did know it, all the same ? 

Rebecca. 

Did she tell you wdiat she wa^ writing about ? 

Madam Helseth. 

No, she didn’t exactly do that. But Mortens- 
gard, when he’d read it, he began questioning 
me backwards and forwards and up and down, so 
that 1 soon guessed what was in it. 

Rebecca. 

1 

Then what do you think it was Oh my dear 
good Madam Helseth, do tell me, ^ . 
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Madam Helreth. 

Oh no. Miss. Not for the whole world, 

Rebecca. 

Oh you can surely tell me. We two are such 
good'friciids. 

Madam Helsetii. 

Ixjrd preserve me from telling you anj^thing 
about that. Miss. I can only tell you tlial it 
was something horrible that they’d got the poor 
sick lady to believe. 

Rebecca. 

Who had got her to believe it ? 

Madam TIeesetii. 

Wicked people. Miss. West. Wicked people. 

Rebecca. 

Wicked-? 

I 

Madam FIelsetii. 

Yes* I say it again. They must: have been real 
wicked people, 

Rebecca. 

And who do you think it could have been ? 
Madam Helseth. 

Ohj I know w’ell enough what to think. But 
Lord forbid 1 should say anything. To be sure 
there’s a certain lady in the town—h’in ! 

Rebecca. 

I can see that you mean Mrs. Kroll. 

^ Madam Helseth. 

Ah, sVb’s a hne one, she is. She has always 
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been the great lady with me. And she’s never, 
had any too much love for you neither. 

Rebecca. 

Do you think Mrs. Rosmer was in her right 
mind when she wrote that letter to Mortens^avd ? 

Madam Helseth. 

It’s a queer thing a person’s mind^ Miss. Clean 
out of her mind 1 don’t think she was. 

Rebecca. 

But she seemed to go distracted when she 
learned that she must always be childless. It 
was that that unsettled her reason. 

Madam Helseth. 

Yes^ poor lady^ that was a dreadful blow to 
her. 

Rebecca. 

\Takes up her crochet and sits in a chair by the 
window.^ But after all—don’t you think if was a 
good thing for the Pastor, Madam Helseth ? 

Madam Helseth. 

What, Miss ? 

Rebecca. 

That there were no children. Don’t you think 

BO ? 

Madam Helseth. 

H’m^ Tm sure I don’t know what to say about 
that. 

Rebecca. 

Oh yes, believe me, it was forlt^nate for him. 
Pastor Rosmer is not the man to Wi\^e crying 
children about his house. ^ 
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Madam Helreth. 

Ah, Miss, little children don't cry at Rostners< 
holm. 

Rebecca. 

[Looks at Aer.] Don’t cry? 

Madam Helseth. 

No. As long as people can remember^ children 
have never been known to cry in this house. 

Rebecca. 

That’s very strange. 

Madam Helseth. 

Yes- isn't it ? But it runs in the family. And 
then there’s anotlier strange thing. When they 
grow up, they never laugh. Never, as long as 
they live. 

Rebecca. 

Why, how extraordinary- 

, Madam Helseth. 

Have you ever once heard or seen the Pastor 
laugh, Miss ? 

Rebecca. 

No—now that* I think of it, 1 almost 1>elieve 
you are right. But I don’t think any one laughs 
much in this part of the country. 

Madam Helseth. 

No, they don’t. They say it began at Rosmers- 
holm. And then I suppose it spread round about, 
as if it was catching-like. 

^ Rebecca. 

You a very wise woman, Madam Helseth. 
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Madam Helseth. 

Oh, Miss, you mustn’t sit there and make fun 
of me. \Listeiis.^ Hush, hush—here's the Pastor 
coming down. He doesn’t like to see dusting 
going on. [«S7/c goes out to the right 

Johannes Rusmek, with his hat aud slick in his 
hand, enters from the hall. 

Rosmer. 

Good morning, Rchccca. 


REiiErcA. 

Good morninir, dear, j-7 moment after — crochet¬ 
ing,] Are you going out ? 


Rosmer. 


Yes. 


REHECrA. 


It's a beautiful day. 

Rosmer. 

You didn’t look in on rne this nierning. 

Rkiiecca. 

No, 1 didn’t. Not to-day. 


Rosmer. 

Do you not intend to in future ? 

Rkhecca. 

Oh, 1 don’t know yet, dear. 

Rosmer. 

Has anything come for me ? 
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Rebecca. 

The "County News” has come. 

■ 

Rosmer. 

The " County News *’ ? 

Rebecca, 

There it is on the table. 


Rosmer. 

[Puts do7vn his hat and sticlcJ\ 
thing-? 

Rebecca, 

Yes. 

Rosmer. 

And you didn't send it up ? 


Is tliere any- 


Rkbecca. 

You will read it soon enough. 


Rosmer. 

Ohj indeed ? [Takes the jntper and leads, stand- 
ing by the table.^ —What !—VVe cannot warn our 
readers too earnestly against unprincipled rene¬ 
gades." [Looks at her.^ They call me a renegade, 
Rebecca. 

Rebecca. 

They mention no names. 

Rosmer. 

That makes nodilFerenoe. [Heads on.] "Secret 
traitors to the good cause .”—“ Judas-natures, who 
make brazen^iponfession of their apostasy as soon 
as they thypK the most convenient and—profitable 
momcjgL has arrived.” Ruthless befouling of a 
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name honoured through generations**—''in the 
confident hope of a suitable reward from the party 
in momentary power.'* \Laifs do 7 vn the paper on 
the table ,^ And they can say such things of me !— 
Men who have known me so long and so well! 
Things they themselves don’t believe. Things 
they know there is not a word of truth in—they 

print them all the same. 

« 

Rebecca. 

That is not all, 

Rosmek. ^ 

\Takes up the paper agarn.] " Inexperience and 
lack of judgment the only excuse”—“pernicious 
infitience—^possibly extending to matters which^ 
for the present^ we do not wish to make subjects 
of public discussion or accusation.” [Loohs at hei\^ 
What is this ? 

Rebecca. 

It is aimed at nie^ plainly enough. 


Rosmeu. 

[Lays donm the paper.^ Rebecca,—this is the 
conduct of dishonourable men. 

Rebecca. 

Yes, they need scarcely be so contemptuous of 
Mortensgard. 

Rosmer. 

[Walks about the room.] Something must be 
done. All that is good in human nature will go 
to ruin, if this is allowed to go on. But it shall 
not go on ! Oh, what a joy—^whatS'^ joy it would 
be to me to let a little light into all^his gloom 
and ugliness! S 
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Rebecca. 

[^RisesS\ Ah yes, Rosmer. In that you have a 
great and glorious object to live for. 

Rosmer. 

Only think, if I could rouse them to see them¬ 
selves as they are ; teach them to repent and blush 
before their better natures; bring them together, 
in mutual forbearance—in love, Rebecca ! 

Rebecca. 

Yes, put your whole strength into that, and 
you must succeed. 

Rosmer. 

I think success must be possible. Oh, what a 
delight it would He then to live one’s life ! No 
more malignant wrangling; only emulation. All 
eyes fixed on the same goal. Every mind, every 
will pressing forward—upward—each by the path 
its nature prescribes for it. Happiness for all— 
thro\!lgh all. [^Happens to look out of the window^ 
starts, and says sadlyJ\ Ah ! Not through me. 

Rebecca. 

Not-? Not through you ? 

Rosmer. 

Nor for me. 

Rebecca. 

Oh Rosmer, do not let such doubts take hold 
of you. 

0 RosMer. 

Happinj 9 i^.~dear Rebecca—happiness is above 
all thiirgs the calm, glad certainty of innocence. 
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Rebecca. 

[Looks slraigki before Act.] Yes, innocence- 

RosMr<}n. 

Oh, you cannot know what guilt means. But 

Rebecca. 

You least of all! 

Rosmek. 

[Vovits out oj' the windoiv^ Tlie mill race. 

Rebecca. 

Oh Rosmer-! 


Madam IJei.seth looks lu at the door. 


Miss West 1 


MA DAM I IELSETI I. 


Rebecca. 


Presently, presently. Not now. 


Madam IIeisetii. 

Only a word. Miss. 

[Rebecca goci the door. Madam IIel- 
SKTH tells her something. They whisper 
together for a few mo^nents. Madam 
Hllsetei nods and goes out. 


Rosmer. 

[Uneasiliy.'\ Was it anything for me ? 

Rebecca. 

No, only something about the l^pse-work.— 
You ought to go out into the fresh^^air, dear 
Rosmer. You should take a good long wali;. 
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Rosmer. 

[Takes up his kal.^ Yes, come. Let us go 
togctlier. 

Rebecca. 

No, clear, I can’t just now. You must go alone. 
But shake off all these gloomy thoughts. Promise 
me. 

Rosmer. 

I am alraid I shall never shake them off. 

Rebecca, 

Oh, that such baseless fancies should take so 
strong a hold of you-! 

Rosmer. 

Not so baseless I am afraid, Rebecca. I lay 
awake all niiilit thinking it over and over. Per- 
haps Bcata saw clearly after all. 

Rebecca. 

In what ? 

Rosmer. 

In her belief that 1 loved you, Rclkccca. 

Rebecca. 

Right in that 1 

Rosmer. 

[Lrty,v hi& hat do9vn on the table.^ The question 
that haunts me is this : 'were we two not deceiving 
ourselves all the time—when v»e called our relation 
friendship ? 

Rebecca. 

You m^i*that it might as well have been 
called- ^ 
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Rosmer. 

-love. Yes, Rebecca, that is what I mean. 

Even while Beata was alive, all my thoughts were 
for you. It was you alone 1 longed for. It was 
when you were by my side that I felt the calm 
gladness of utter content. If you think it o'-^er, 
Rebecca—did we not feel for each other from the 
first a sort of sweet, secret child-love—desireless, 
dreamless ? Was it not so with you ? Tell me. 

Rebecca. 

\Sirtiggling with herself.\ Oh—I don’t know 
what to answer. 

Rosmer. 

And it was this close-linked life in and for each 
other that we took for friendship. ' No, Rebecca 
—our bond has been a spiritual marriage—per¬ 
haps from the very first. That is why there is 
guilt on my soul. I had no right to such happi¬ 
ness—it was a sin against Beata. 

Rebecca. 

No right to live happily ? Do you believe that, 
Rosmer ? 

Rosmer, 

She looked at our relation with Uie eyes of her 
love—judged it after the fashion of her love. 
Inevitably. Beata could not have judged other¬ 
wise than .she did. 

Rebecca. 

But how can you accuse yourself because of 
Beata’s delusion t' 

Rosmer. 

It was love for me—her kind SfUove—that 
drove her into the mill race. ThatNs an im- 
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movable fact, Rebecca. And that is what I can 
never get over. 

Rcbkcca. 

Oh, think of nothing but the great, beautiful 
task you have devoted your life to. 

Rosmer. 

[Shakes his head.'\ It can never be accom¬ 
plished, dear. Not by me. Not after what 1 
have come to know. 


Rebecca. 

Why not by you } 

Rosmer. 

Because no cause ever triumphs that has its 
origin in sin. 

Rebecca. 

[Vehemently Oh, these are only ancestra\ 
doubts—ancestral fears—ancestral scruples. They 
say the dead come back to Rosmersholm in the 
shape of rushing W'hite horses. 1 think this shows 
that it is true. 

Rosmer. 

Be that as it may ; what does it matter, so long 
as I cannot rid myself of the feeling } And believe 
me, Rebecca, it is as I tell you. The cause that 
is to win a lasting victory must have for its 
champion a happy, an innocent man. 


Rebecca. 

Is happiness so indispensable to you, Rosmer ? 



Happiness ? 


Rosmer. 

Yes, dear,—it is. 



110 


ROSMBRSHOLM. 


[act hi. 


Redccca. 

To you, who can never laugh ? 

Rosmeb. 

Yes, in spite^f that. Believe me, I have a 
great capacity for happiness. 

Rebecca. 

Now go for your walk, clear. A good long walk. 
Do you hear ?—See, here is your hat. And your 
stick too. 

Rosmer. 

[Takes both,"] Thanks. And you won’t come 
with me ? 

Rebecca. 

No, no; I can*t just now. 

Rosmer. 

Very well, then. You are with me none the 
less. 

[He goes out hij the enirance door. REUErcA 
jraits a momentj cautiousli/ watching his 
departure from behind the open door; 
then she goes to the door on the right. 

c 

Rebecca. 

[Opens the door^ and says in a low ione.^ Now, 
Madam Helseth. You can show him in now. 

[Goes towards the ivhidow. 


A moment after Rector Kroll enters from the right. 
He bows silently and formally^ and Ite&ps his hat 
in his hand. ' 

Kroll. v. 


He has gone out t 
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Yes. 


Rebecca. 

KnoLL. 


Does he usually stay out long ? 


RicnF.t'CA. 

Yes, lie docs. Rut one cannot count on him 
to-day. So if you don’t care to meet him- 

Kroll. 

No, no. It is you I want to speak to,—quite 
alone. 

Rebecca. 

Tlien we had better not Jose time. Sit down. 
Rector. 

[.S7/C .w7.y in the eaay-chair by the ivindom. 
Rector Kroll sUs oil a chair beside her. 


Kroll. 

Miss West—you can scarcely imagine how 
dcc})!)" and painfully I have taken this to heart— 
this change in Johannes Rosiner. 


Rebecca. 

We expected it would be .so—at first. 

• 

Kroll. 

Only at first ? 

Rebecca. 

Rosmer was confident tliat sooner or later you 
would join him. 

Kroll. 

I? ^ 

* Rebecca. 

You and*Rll his other friends. 
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Kroll. 

Ah, there you sec! That shows the infirmity 
of his judgment in all that concerns men and 
practical life. 

Rebecca. 

But after all—since he feels it a necessity to 
emancipate himself on all sides— 


Kroll. 

Yes, but wait—that is just what 1 do not 
believe. 


Rehecca. 

What do you believe then ? 


Kroll. 

I believe that you are at the bottom of it all. 


Rebecca. 

It is your wife who has put that in your head 
Rector Kroll. 

Kroll. 

I 

No matter who has put it in my head. What 
is certain is that I feel a strong suspicion—an 
exceedingly strong suspicion—when I think things 
over, and piece together all I know of your be 
haviour ever since you came here. 


Rebecca. 

\Looks at him.'\ I seem to recollect a time when 
you felt an exceedingly strong faith in me, deal 
Rector. 1 might almost call it a warm faith. 


Kroll. 

[In a subdued voice,] Whom cou\i^: you not bO' 
witch—if you tried ? 


1 
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^ Rebecca. 

Did I try- ? 

Kroll, 

Yes, you did. I am no longer such a fool as to 
believe that there was any feeling in the matter. 
You simply wanted to get a footing at Rosmers- 
holm—to stnke root here—and in that I was to 
serve you. Now I see it. 


Rebecca. 

You seem utterly to have forgotten that it was 
Rcata who begged and implored me to come out 
here ? 

Krolu 

Ves, when you had bewitched her tof* Can the 
feeling she came to entertain for y^oii be called 
friendship ? It was adoration—almost idolatry. 
It developed into—what shall I call it ?—a sort of 
desperate passion.—^Yes, that is the right word 
for it. 

* Rebecca. 

Be so good as to recollect the state your sister 
was ill. So far as 1 am concerned, 1 don't think 
any one can accuse me of being hysterical. 


Kroll. 

No; that you certainly are not. But that 
makes you all the more dangerous to the people 
you want to get into your power. It is easy for 
you to weigh your acts and calculate consequences 
■—just because your heart is cold. 


^ Rebecca. 

Cold ? ^ Are you so sure of that ? 


H 
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Kroex. 

I am quite cerlain of it now. Otlierwise you 
could never liave lived here year after year with-* 
out faltering in tlic pursuit of your object. Well, 
well—you have gamed your end. You have got 
him and everything into your power. But in 
order to do so, you hiive not scrupled to make 
him unhappy. 

Rebecca. 

That is not true. It is not I—it is you yourself 
that have made him unhappy. 


1 ? 


KnoLL. 


Rebecca. 

Yes, when you led him to imagine that he was 
responsible for Bcata’s terrible end. 


Kroll. 

Does he feel that so deeply^ tlien ? 


Rebecca. 


How can you doulit it I A mind so sensitive 
as his- 


Kroll. 


I thought that an emancipated man, .so called, 
was above all such scruples.—But there we have 
it! Oh yes—I admit I knew how it would be. 
The descendant of the men that look down on us 
from these walls—how could he hope to cut him¬ 
self adrift from all that has been handed down 
without a break from generation to generation ? 


Ricbecca. 

[Looks down ihon^tfully^ 


\ 

Johannes Rosmer's 

9 



ACT IIl.J 


ROSM RRSHOLM. 


115 


spirit is deeply rooted in his ancestry. That is 
^ery certain. 

Knoi.L. 

Yes, and you should have taken that fact into 
consideration, if you had felt any affection for liirn. 
But that sort of consideration was no doubt beyond 
you. There is such an inirncasurable difference 
between your antecedents and his. 

Rebecca. 

What antecedents do you mean ? 

Kroll. 

I am speaking of your origin—^your family 
Antecedents, Miss West. 

Rebecca. 

Oh, indeed ! Yes, it is quite true that I come 
of very humble folk. Nevertheless- 

Kroll. 

I am not thinking of rank and position, I allude 
to your moral antecedents. 

Rebecca. 

Moral-? In what sense ? 

Kroll. 

The circumstances of your birth, 

Rebecca. 

What do you mean ^ 

, Kroll. 

I only nieii^on the matter because it accounts 
for your ^hole conduct. 
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Rebecca. 

I do not understand this. You must explain. 

Kroijl. 

I really did not suppose you could, require an 
explanation. Otherwise it would have been very 
odd that you should have let Dr. West adopt 
you- 

Rebecca. 

\Itiscs.'\ Ah ! Now I understand. 

Kroll. 

-and that you should have taken his name 

Your mother's name was Gamvik. 

, Rebecca. 

[Walks across the roo?/?.] My father's name was 
Gamvik, Rector Kroll. 

Kroll. 

Your mother’s business must have broujo^ht 
her very frequently into contact with the parish 
doctor, 

Rebecca. 

Yes^ it did. 

Kroll. 

And then he takes you into his house—as soon as 
your mother dies. He treats you iiarshly; and 
yet you stay with him. You know that he wot\ t 
leave you a halfpenny—as a matter of fact, you 
only got a case full of books—and yet you stay on; 
yoU' bear with him; you nurse him to the last. 

' p 

, Rerecqa. 

[Siands by the iahle^ looking scoi^ff’dly at AitR,} 
And you account for all this by assumi^ig that 
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there was something immoral—something criminal 
about my birth ? 

Kroll. 

I attribute your care for him to involuntary 
filial instinct. Indeed 1 believe your whole con¬ 
duct is determined by your origin. 

Rebecca. 

[ Vehemently ,But there is not a single word ot 
truth in what you say ! And I can prove it! Dr. 
West did not come to Finmark till after I was, 
born. 

Kroll. 

Excuse me, Miss West. He settled there tlie 
year before. 1 have assured myself of that. 

Rebecca. 

You are mistaken^ 1 say I You are utterly 
mistaken. 

• Kroll. 

You told .me the day before yesterday that you 
were nine-and-twenty—in your thirtieth year. 

• Rebecca. 

Indeed 1, Did 1 say so ? 

Kroll. 

Yes, you did. And I can calculate from that - 

Rebecca. 

Stop! You needn’t calculate. I may as well 
tell you at cmce: I am a year older than 1 give 
myself to be. 



118 


rosmehsholm. 


[act III. 


KllOLL. 

[Smiles incredttlouslT/.'\ Really ! I am surprised ^ 
What can be the reason of that ? 

Redecca. 

When I had passed twenty five, it seemed to 
me I was getting altogether too old for an iin- 
married woman. And so I began to lie about 
my age. 

Kroll. 

You ? An emancipated woman I Have you 
prejudices about the age for marriage? 

Rebecca. 

Yes, it was idiotic of me—idiotic and absurd 
But some folly or other will always cling to us^ 
not to be shaken off. We are made so. 

Kroll. 

Well, so be it, but my calculation may be right, 
none the less. For Dr. West was up there on a 
short visit the year before he got the appoinfment 

Rebecca. 

[With a vehevicnt outburst.'] It is not true ! 

t 

Kroll. 

Is it not true ? 

Rebecca. 

No. My mother never spoke of any such visit, 

Kroll. 

Did she not ? 

Rebecca. 

No, never. Nor Dr,, West either^V' not a word 
about it f) 
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K ROLL. 

Might not that be because they both had 
reasons for suppressing a year ? Just as you have 
done^ Miss West. Perhaps it is a family foible. 

Uebecca. 

[Walks about clenching and wringing her ha?ids.^ 
It is impossible. You want to cheat me into be¬ 
lieving it. This can neverj never be true ! I* 
cannot! Never in this world——i 

Kroll. 

[iZwej.] My dear Miss West —why in heaven's 
name are you so terribly excited ? You quite 
frighten mej What am 1 to think—to be* 
lieve- ^ 

Rebecca. 

Nothing! You are to think and believe 
nothing. 

Kroll. 

llien you must reallv tell me how you can takf 
this affair—this possibility—so terribly to heart. 

Rebecca. 

[Controllmg *herselj\] It is perfectly simple, 
Rector Kroll. I have no wish to be taken for an 
illegitimate child. 

Kroll. 

Indeed ! Well well, let us be satisfied with that 
explanation—in the meantime. Rut in that case 
you must still have a certain—prejudice on that 
point too ? 

^.4" Rebecca. 

Ye|, I suppose I have/ 
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Ah, I fancy it is much the same with most of 
what you call your ‘^emancipation*’ You ha^e 
read yourself into a immbei of new ideas and 
opinions You have got a sort of smattering of 
recent discoveries lu vanous fields—discoveries 
that seem to overthrow certain principles which 
have hitherto been held impiegnable and un¬ 
assailable But all this has only been a matter of 
the intellect. Miss West—a superficial acquisition 
It has not passed mto your blood 

Rebecca 

[Thoughtfully "] Perhaps you are light 

Krojl 

Yes, look into your own mind, and you will see * 
And if this IS the case with you, one in*iy e isily 
guess how it must be with Johannes Rosniei It 
is sheer, unmitigated madness—it is running blind¬ 
fold to destruction—for him to think ot coming 
openly forward and confessing himself an apostate* 
Only think—a man of his sensitive nature ' Ima¬ 
gine him disowned and persecuted b^ the circle 
of which he has always formed a part —exposed to 
ruthless attacks from all the best people in the 
community ! He is not—he ne\er can be the man 
to enduie all that 

Hebfcca 

He must endure it' It is too late now for him 
to retreat 

Kroll. 

Not at all too late By no means What has 
happened can be hushed up—or at leibt explained 
away as a mere temporary aberration, hpwever 
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But—^ne measure is certainly indis- 


Rebecca. 


And what is that r 


Kroll. 

You must get him to legalise the position, Miss 
West. 


Rebecca. 

His position towards me } 


Kholl. 

Yes. You must make'him do that. 


Rebecca. 

Then you absolutely cannot clear your mind 
of the idea that our position requires to be— 
legalised, as you call it ? 

Kroll. 

I would rather not go into the matter too closely. 
But 1 believe 1 have noticed that it is nowhere 
easier to break through all so-called prejudices 
than in—h'm—— 

• Rebecca. 

In the relation between man and woman, you 
mean ? 

Kroll. 

Yes,—to speak plainly—I think so. 

Rebecca. 

[Wander^ itcross the room and looks out at the 
n/indowJ] I 'could almost say—1 wish you were 
• tight, Rector Kroll. * 
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Kroll. 

What do you mean by that ? You say it so 
strangely. 

Rebecca. 

Oh, well—please let us drop the subject. Ah,— 
there he comes. 

Kroll. 

Already ! Then I will go. 

Rebecca. 

[Goes towards ki?n.] No—please stay* There is 
something I want you to hear. 

Kroll. 

Not now. I don’t feel as if I could bear to see 
him. 

Rebecca. 

I beg you to stay. Do ! If not, you will regret 
it by-arid-by. It is the last lime I shall ask you 
for anything. 

Kroll. 

[Looks at her hi surprise and puts down his hat.^ 
Very well. Miss West—so be it, then. 

A short silence. Then Johannes Rosmer enters 

J':om the hall. 

Rosmer. 

[Sees the REirroR, and stops in the doorway.^ What! 
—Are yon here ? 

Rebecca. 

He did not wish to meet you, dcar.^ 

Kroll. 

[Involuntarily.** Dear ! *' 

* In the original, Rebecca here addresses RoSmer as 
for the first time in Kroll’s preitencc. 
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Rebe:cca. 


Yes, Rector Kroll, Rosmer and I say dear ** 
to each other. That is one result of our “ posi¬ 
tion.” 

Kroll. 


Was til at what you wanted me to hear 


Rerecca. 

That—and a little more. 


Rosmer. 

^Comes Jbr/vard.] What is the object of this 
visit ? 

Kroll. 

I Wanted to try once more to stop you and win 
you back to us. 

Rosmer. 

[Points to the newspaper.^ After what appears in 
that paper ? 

Kroll. 

I*did not write it. 

Rosmer. 

Did you make the slightest effort to prevent its 
appearance } , 

Kroll. 

That would have been to betray the cause I 
serve. And, besides,, it was not in my power. 

Rebecca. 

[Tears the paper into shreds, crushes up the pieces 
and throws them behind the stoveJ\ There ! Now it 
is out of sight. And let it be out of mind too. 
P'or there will be nothing more of that sorl;^ 
Rosn^r. * 
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KnoLL. 

Ah| if you could only make sure of that! 

Rebecca. 

Come, let us sit down, dear. All three of us. 
And then 1 will tell you everything. 

Rosmer. 

himself mechaTtically.'] What has come over 
you, Rebecca ^ This unnatural calmness—what is 
it.? 

Rebecca. 

The calmness of resolution, [Seats herself] Pray 
sit down too. Rector. 

[Rector Kroll seats himself on thetofa, 

Rosmer. 

Resolution, you say.? What resolution .? 

Rebecca. 

I am going to give you back what you require 
in order to live your life. Dear friend, you shall 
have your happy innocence back again ' 

Rosmer. 

What can you mean ? 

Rebecca. 

1 have only to tell you something. That will be 
jenough. 

Rosmer. 

WeU! 

Rebecca. 

When I came down here from Finmark—along 
with Dr. West-^it seeme'd to me thkt a great^ wide 
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new world was opening up before me The 
Doctor had taught me all sorts of things—^all the 
fragmentary knowledge of life that 1 possessed in 
those da\ s [ With a sit uggle and tn a scarcely audible 
toirc] Ard then- 


And then ? 


Kroll 

Rosmer 


But Rebecca—I know -ill this 


RlBI CCA 

[Mastering herself] Yes, yes —you aie right. 
You know enough about this 

Kroll 

[T^okt hard at her ] Perhaps I had better go 

Rbbfcca 

No, please stay where you are, my dear Rector 
[To RobMER ] Well, you see, this was how it was 
—1 wanted to take my share m the life of the 
new era that was dawning, with all its new ideas 
—Rector Kroll told me one day tliat Ulric Brendcl 
had had great influence over ^ou while you were 
still a boy I thought it must surely be possible 
for me to carry on his work 

Rosmer 

You came heie with a secret design-? 

Rebecca 

We two, I thought, should march onward in 
freedom, side by side Ever onward Ever 
fai ther and farther to tlie^ront. But between you 
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and perfect emancipation there rose that dismal, 
insurmountable barrier. 

Rosmer. 

What barrier do you mean ? 


Rebecca. 

I mean this, Rosmer: You could grow into 
freedom only in the clear, fresh suiisliine—and 
here you were pining, sickening in the gloom of 
such a marriage. 

Rosmer. 

You have never before spoken to me of my 
marriage in that tone. 


Rebecca. 

No, I did not dare to, for I should have friglitened 
you. 

Kroll. 

[Nods to Rosmer.] Do you hear that ? 


Rebecca. " 

[ Goes 071.] But I saw quite well where your 
iverance lay—your only deliverawce. And then 
1 went to work. 

Rosmer. 

Went to work ? In what way ? 


Krolt^ 

Do you mean that- 

Rebecca. 

Yes, Rosmer- [j?wM.] Sit still. You too, 

Rector Kroll. But now it must out. It was not 
you, Rosmer. You are linnocent. It was 7 that 
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lured—that ended in luring Beata out into the 
paths of delusion- 

Rosmer. 

\Springs wyj.] Rebecca! 

Kroll. 

[Rises from ike sofa.\ The pallis of delusion ^ 


Uedecca. 

The paths—that led to the mill race. Now you 
know it, both of you. 

Rosmer. 

\As if sfnji77cd.'j But 1 don't understand- 

Wliat is it she is saying ? I don’t understand a 
word-! 

Kroll. 

Oh yes, Rosmer, I am beginning to under¬ 
stand. 

Rosmer. 

But what did you do ? What can you possibly 
havfl told her ? There was nothing—absolutely 
nothing to tell I 

Redecca. 

She came to know' that you w'ere working youi^ 
self free from all the old prejudices. 

Rosmer. 

Yes, but that was not the case at that time. 

Rebecca. 

I knew that it soon would be. 

Kroll. 
to Rosmer.] Al^a ! 
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And then ? What more P I must know all 
now. * 

Rebecca, 

Some time after—I begged and implored her to 

let me go away from Rosmersholm. 

* 

Rosmer. 

Why did you want to go—Iheii 

Rebecca. 

I did not want to go; I wanted to stay hcrc^ 
where I M'as. But I told her that it would be best 
for us all—that I should go away in time. I gave 
her to understand that if I stayed here any 
longer^ I could not—I could not tell—what might 
happen. 

Rosmer. 

Then this is what you said and did! 


Rebecca. 

Yes, Rosmer. 


Rosmer. 

This is what you call going to work." 

Rebecca. 

\In a broken voter.] 1 called it so, yes. 


[After a pause.] 
Rebecca ? 


Rosmer. 

Have you confessed all now, 
Rebecca. 


Yes. 

l^QtaU. 


KaoLt. 
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Rebecca. 

[Loolt.s at him in JearJ] What more should there 
he ^ 

Kroll. 

Did you not at last give Beata to understand 
that it was necessary—not only that it would be 
wisest, but that it was necessary—both for your 
own sake and Rosmer's, that you should go away 
somewhere—as soon as possible Well ? 

Rebecca 

[Low and indistinctly J Perhaps 1 did say some¬ 
thing of the sort. 

Rosmfr 

into the arm-chair by the window. Ana 
this tissue of lies and deceit she—my unhappy^ 
sick wife believed m ’ Believed in it so firmly ! 
So immovably ! [Lookf up at Rebecca ] And she 
never turned to me Never said one word to me! 
Oh, Rebecca,—1 can see it in your face—^you dis¬ 
suaded her from it! 

Rebecca. 

She had conceived a fixed idea that she, as a 
childless wife, had no right to be here And then 
she im igined thdt it was her duty to you to efiace 
herself 

Rosmer. 

And you—^you did nothing to disabuse her of 
the idea? 

Rebecca. 

No. 

Kroll. 

Perhaps you confirmed her in it ? Answer me I 
Did you not ? * 


1 
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Ueuecca. 

I believe she may have understood me so. 

Rosmer. 

Yes, yes—and in everything she bowed before 
your will. And she did efface herself! [Springs 
up.] How could you—^how could you play this 
ghastly game ! 

Redecca. 

I 

It seemed to me I had to choose between your 
life and hers, Rosmer. 


Kroll. 

[Severeh/ and impressively.] That choice was not 
for you to make. 

Rebecca. 

[Vehemently.] You think then that I was cool 
and calculating and self-possessed all the time ! 
1 was not the same woman then that 1 am now, as 
I stand here telling it all. Besides, there are two 
sorts of will in us 1 believe ! 1 wanted “Beata 

away, by one means or another ; but I never really 
believed that it would come to pass. As 1 felt 
ray way forward, at each step 1 ventured, I seemed 
to hear something within me cry out: No farther ! 
Not a step farther ! And yet 1 could not stop. 
1 had to venture the least little bit farther. 
Only one hair's-breadth more. And then one 
more—and always one more.—^And then it hap¬ 
pened.—That is the way such things come about. 

[A short silence, 

Rosmer 

[To Rebecca.] What do you think lies before 
you now? After this*? 
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Rebecca. 

Things must go with me as they will. It doesn’t 
greatly matter. 

Kroll. 

Not a word of remorse ! Is it possible you feel 
none ? 

Rebecca. 

[C0W/7/ putting aside his question.] Excuse me. 
Rector Kroll—tha£ is a matter which concerns no 
one but me. 1 must settle it with myself. 

K ROLL. 

[To Rosmer.] And this is the woman you are 
living under the same roof with—in the closest 
intimacy! [Looks round at the pictures,] Oh if 
tliuse that are gone could see us now ! 

Rosmer. 

Are you going back to town ? 

Kroll. 

[Ta^es up his hat.] Yes. The sooner the better, 

Rosmer. 

[Does the same,] Then I will go with you. 


• Kroll. 

Will you ! Ah yes, I was sure we had not lost 
you for good. 

Rosmer. 


Come then, Kroll I Come i 

[Both go out through the hall without looking 
at Rebecca. 

[Afler^ a monientf Rebecca goes cautiously 
to the window and looks out through the 
flowers, • 



ROSMKRflHOLM. 


[act in. 


13S 


Rfbecca. 

[SpraAs to herself under her hiealh,'\ Not over 
the toot-bndge to day either He goes round. 
Never across the mill race Never [Leaves the 
window ] Well, well, well' 

[Cjois and pulls the hcU rope, a moment after, 
Madam Hflsfth enters Jrom the right. 

Madam Hiilseth 

What IS it. Miss ^ 

Rpbfcca 

Madam Helseth, would you be so good as to 
have my trunk brought down trom the gairet ? 

Madam Hei.seth 

Your trunk ? 

Rebecca 

Yes—the brown sealskin trunk, you know 

Madam Helslsh 

Yes, yes But, Lord preserve us—a\e >ou 
going on a journey. Miss 

Rfbfcca 

Yes—now I am going on a journey. Madam 
Helseth 

Madam Helseth. 

And immediately' 

Rebfcca 

As soon as I have packed up. 

Madam Helseth 

Well, I've ne\ er heard the like of that * But 
you’ll come back again soon, Miss, of course ? 
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Rebecca. 

1 shall never come back again. 

Madam Helseth. 

Never I Dear Lord, what will things be like at 
Rosmersholm when you're gone. Miss? And the 
poor Pastor was just beginning to be so happy and 
comfortable. 

Rebecca. 

Yes, but 1 have taken fright to-day. Madam 
Helseth. 

Madam Helseth. 

Taken fright! Dear, dear! how was that ? 

Rebecca. 

I thought I saw something like a glimpse of 
white horses. 

Madam Helseth. 

White horses 1 In broad daylight! 

• Rebecca. 

Oh, they are abroad early and late—the white 
horses of Rosmersholm. a change of tone,'\ 

Well,—about the trunk. Madam Helseth. 

• 

Madam Helseth. 

Yes, l^es. The trunk. [Both go oui to Ike righi. 



ACT FOURTH. 


The sitting-room id J^osjnerskolin. Lute evening. A 
lighted lamp, with a shade over iiy on the table. 
Rebecca West stands by the table, packing some small 
articles in a hand-bag. Her cloak, hat, and the 
white crocheted shawl are hanging over the back 
of the sofa. 

Madam Helseth enters from the right. 

Madam Helseth. 

in a low voice and appears ill at ease.~\ All 
your things have been taken down. Miss. They 
are in the kitchen passage. 

Rebecca. 

Very well. You have ordered the carriage ? 

Madam Helseth.' 

Yes. The coachman wants to know what time 
he ought to be here. 

Rebecca. 

About eleven o’clock, I think. The steamer 
starts at midnight. 

Madam PIelsetii. 

\Hesitaies a little. But the Pastor ? if he 
shouldn’t be home by fhat time P 
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Redecca. 

I shall {TO all the same. If I don’t see him, you 
can tell him that I will write to him—a long letter.' 
Tell him that. 

Madam Helsetii. 

Yes, writing—that may be all very well. But, 
poor Miss West—I do think you should try to 
speak to him once more. 

Rebecca. 

Perhaps so. And yet—perhaps not. 

Madam Helseth. 

Well—that I should live to see this * I never 
thought of such a thing. 

Rebecca. 

What did you think then. Madam Helseth ? 

Madam Helseth. 

W^ll, I certainly thought Pastor Rosmer was a 
more dependable man than this. 

Rebecca, 

Dependable 

t 

Madam Helseth 

Yes, that's what / say. 

Rebecca 

Why, my dear Madam Heisetn, wnat do you 
mean ? 

Madam Helseth. 

I mean what’s right and true. Miss. He 
shouldn’t get out of it in this way, that he 
should|i’t. * 
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Rebecca. 

\Jj>oksat her!\ Come now. Madam Helsetli, tell 
me plainly: what do you think is the reason 1 
am going away ? 

Madam Helseth. 

Well, Heaven forgive us, I suppose it can’t be 
helped. Miss. Ah, well, well, well! But I cer¬ 
tainly don’t think the Pastor’s behaving handsome- 
like. Mortensgard had some excuse; for her 
husband was alive, so that they two couldn’t marry, 
however much they wanted to. But as for the 
Pastor—h’m 1 

Rebecca. 

[JVitk a faint smile.l Could you have believed 
fiuch a thing of Pastor Rosmer and me ? 

Madam Helseth. 

No, never in this world. At least, I mean— 
not until to-day. 

Rebecca. 

But to-day, then-? . 

Madam Helseth. 

Well,—after all the' horrible things that they 
teU me the papers are saying about the Pastor- 

Rebecca. 

Aha! ^ 

Madam Helseth. 

For the man that can go over to Mortensg&rd’s 
religion—good Lord, 1 can believe anything of 
him. , 

Rebecca. 

Oh yes, I suppose so. ,,But what about me ? What 
have you to say about me ? i 
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Madam Helseth. 

Lord preserve us^ Miss—I don't see tliat there's 
much to be said against you. It’s not so easy for 
a lone woman to be always on her guards that's 
certain.—We're all of us human^ Miss West. 

Rebecca. 

That's very true, Madam Helseth. We are all 
of us hqman.—What are you listening to ? 

Madam Helseth. 

[In a low voice.] Oh Lord^—if I don't believe 
tliat’s him coming. 

Rebecca. 

After all then-? [Resolulel^.] Well 

well; so be it. 

Johannes Rosmer enters from the halL 

Rosmer. 

[Sees the hand-hag, etc., turns to Rebecca, <ind 
asks ? ] What does this mean ? 

V 

Rebecca. 

1 am going. 

• Rosmer. 

At once P 

Rebecca. 

Yes. [7*0 Madam Helseth. ] Eleven o'clock 
then. 

Madam Helseth 

Very well; Miss [Goes out to the right, 

Rosmer. 

[AJler a short pause.] Where are you going to, 
Rebecca ? • 

f 
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Rebecca. 

North, by the steamer. 

Rosmeu. 

North ? What takes you to the North 

Rebecca. 

It was there 1 came from. 

Rosmer. 

But you have no ties there now. 

Rebecca. 

I have none here either. 


Rosmer. 

What do you think of doing ? 


Rebecca. 

I don’t know. I only want to have done with 
it all. 


Rosmer. 

To have done with it ? 


Rebecca. 

Rosmersholm has broken me. 


Rosmer. 

[//if atienUon arottfcd.] Do you say that ? 

Rebecca. 

Broken mt utterly and hopelessly.—1 had a 
free and fearless will when I came here. Now I 
have bent my neck under a strange la\ir.—From 
this day forth, 1 feel as if 1 had no courage for 
anything in the world. 
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Rosmer. 

wily not ? What is the law that you say you 
have-— ? 

Rebecca. 

Dear, don’t let us talk of that just now.—What 
happened between you and the Rector? 

Rosmek. 

We have made peace. 

Rebecca. 

All yes; so that was the end. 

Rosmer. 

He gathered nil our old friends together at his 
house. They have made it clear to me that the 
work of ennobling the minds of men—is not for 
me.—And besides^ it is hopeless in itself^ Rebecca. 
—1 shall let it alone. 

Rebecca. 

YeSj yes—perhaps it is best so, 

Rosmer. 

Is that what you say now? Do you think so 
now? , 

Reb ecca. 

I have come to think so—in the last few days. 

Rosmer. 

You are lying, Rebecca. 

Rebecca. 

Lying-! 

Rosmer. 

Yes, you are lying. Y6u have never believed 
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in me. You have never believed that I was man 
enough to can y the cause through to victory. 

Rubecca. 

I believed that we two together could do it. 

IlosMEn. 

That is not true. Xou tlioiight that j^ou your¬ 
self could do something great in life; and that you 
could use me to further your ends. I was to be a 
serviceable instrument to you—that is what you 
thought. 

Rebecca. 

Listen to me^ Rosmer- 

Rosme^. 

himself listlessly on the sofa.'] Oh, what is 
the use ^ 1 see through it all now—I have been 

like a glove in your hands. 

Rebecca. 

I 

Listen, Rosmer. Hear what I have to say. It 
will be for the last time. in a chair close to 

the sofaA I intended to write you all about it 
—when 1 was back in the North. But I daresay 
it is best that you should hear it at once. 

Rosmer. 

Have you more confessions to make ? 

Rebecca. 

The greatest of all is to come. 

f 

Rosmer. 

The greatest ? ^ 
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’ Reuecca. 

What you have never suspected. What gives 
light and shade to all the rest. 

Rosmer. 

[Shakes his kead.l I don’t understand you 
at all. 

Rebecca. 

It is perfectly true that I once schemed to gain 
a footing 'at Rosmersholm. 1 thought 1 could 
not fail to turn things to good account here. In 
one way or the other—^you understand. 

Rosmer. 

Well^ you accomplished your ends. 

Rebecca. 

I believe I could have accomplished anything, 
anything in the world—at that time. For I had 
still my fearless, free-born will. I knew no scruples 
—1 atood in awe of no human tie.—But then began 
what has broken my will—and cowed me so pitiably 
for all my days. 

Rosmer. 

What begai\? Do not speak in riddles, 

Rebecca. 

It came over me,—this wild, uncontrollable 
passion-. Oh, Rosmer-! 

Rosmer. 

Passion ? You-! For what ? 

Rebecca. 

For you. • 
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Rosmer. 

\Tries to spring ?//).] What is this? 

Rebecca. 

[iS/o/75 him.'] Sit still, dear; there is more to 
tell. 

Rosmer. 

And you mean to say—that you have loved me 
—in that way! 

Rebecca. 

I thought that it should be called love—then. 
Yes, I thought it was love. Rut it was not. It 
was what 1 said. It was a wild, uncontrollable 
passion. 

Rosmer. 

\lVith difficulty.] Rebecca, is it really you— 
you yourself—that you are speaking of ? 

Rebecca. 

Yes, would you believe it, Rosmer ? 

Rosmer. 

Then it was because of this—under the in¬ 
fluence of this—that you—that you ^^went to 
work,” as you call it? ^ 

Rebecca. 

It came upon me like a storm on the sea. It 
was like one of the storms we sometimes have in 
the North in the winter-time. It seizes you—and 
whirls you along with it—wherever it will. There 
is no resisting it. 

Rosmer. 

And, so it swept the unhappy Beata into the mill 
race. 


1 
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Rebecca. 

Yes; for it was a life-and-cleath struggle be¬ 
tween Beata and me at tliat time. 

Rosmer. 

Assuredly you were the strongest at Rosmers- 
holm. Stronger than Beata and 1 together, 

Rebecca. 

I judged you rightly in so far that I was sure I 
could never reach you until you were a free man, 
both in circumstances—and in spirit. 

Rosmer. 

But I don’t understand you, Rebecca. You— 
yourself—^yourwhole conduct is an insoluble riddle 
to me. I am free now—both in spirit and in cir¬ 
cumstances. You have reached the very goal you 
aimed at from the first. And yet- 

Rebecca. 

I have never stood farther from my goal than 
now. 

Rosmer. 

And yet I say—when I asked you yesterday— 
begged you to be my wife—^you cried out, as if 
in fear, that it could never be. 

Rebecca. 

I cried out in despair, Rosmer. 

Rosmer. 

Why? 

Rebecca. 

Because Rosmersholm has sapped my streogth. 
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My old fearless will has had its wings clipped 
here. It is crippled! The time is past when I 
had courage for anything in the world. 1 have 
lost the power of actionj Rosmer. 


Rosmer. 

Tell me how this has come about. 


Rebecca. 

It has come about through my life with you. 


Rosmer. 

But how ? How ? 


Rebecca. 

When I was left alone with you here,—and when 
you had become yourself again- 


Rosmer, 

Yes, yes f 

Rebecca. 

-for you were nei-er quite yourself so long 

as Beata lived- 

Rosmer. 

I am afraid you are right there. 


Rebecca. 

But when I found myself sharing your life here, 
—in quiet—in solitude,—when you showed me 
all your thoughts without reserve—every tender 
and delicate feeling, just as it came to you¬ 
th en the great change came over me. Little by 
little, you understand. Almost imperceptibly— 
but at last with such overwhelming force thdt it 
reached to the depths of my soul. 
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Rosmer. 

Oh, is this true, Rebecca ? 

Rebecca. 

AU the rest—the liorrible sense-intoxicated 
desire—passed far, far away from me. All the 
whirling passions settled down into quiet and 
silence. Rest descended on my soul—a stillness 
ar on one of our northern bird-clifl’s under the 
inUlnight sun. 

Rosmer. 

Tell me more of this. Tell me all you can. 

Rebecca. 

There is not much more, dear. Only this—it 
w'as love that was born in me. The great self- 
denying love, iluit is content with life, as we two 
have lived it together. 

Rosmeii. 

Oh, if 1 had only had the faintest suspicion of 
all this! 

Rebecca. 

It is best as it is. Yesterday—when you asked 
me if 1 would be your wife—I cried out with 
joy- 

Rosmer. 

Yes, did you not, Rebecca! I thought that 
was tlie meaning of your cry. 

Reiiecca. 

For a moment, yes. I had forgotten myself. 
It was my old buoyant will that was struggling to 
be free. Rut it has no enerev leR now—no power 
of endurance. » 

K 
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Rosmer* 

How do you account for what has happened to 
you ? 

Rebecca. 

It Is the Rosmer view of life—or your view of 
life^ at any rate—that has infected my will. 

Rosmeiu 

Infected ? 

Rebecca. 

And made it sick. Enslaved it to laws that 
had no power over me before. You—^life with 
you—has ennobled my mind- 

Rusmer. 

Oh that I could believe it 1 

Rebecca. 

You may safely believe it! The Rosmer view 
of life ennobles. But - — [Shaking her head.'\ 
But—but- 

Rosmer 

But-? Well ? 

Rebecca. 

-but it kills happiness. 

Rosmer. 

Do you think soj Rebecca ? 

Rebecca. 

My happiness, at any rate. 

Rosmer. 

H Yes, but are you so qprtain of that ? If I w^ere 
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to ask you again now-? If I were to beg and 

entreat you -? 

Rebecca. 

Dear^—never speak of this again! It is im¬ 
possible-* For you must know, Rosmer, I 

have a—a past behind me. 

Rosmer. 

More than what you have told me ? 

Rebecca. 

Yes. Something diifeient and something more. 

Rosmcr. 

[PFiik a famt srmie ] Is it not strange, Rebecca } 
^ome such idea has crossed my nund now and 
then. 

Rebecca 

It has ? And yet-? Even so-- ? 

Rosmer. 

I rfever believed it I only played with it—in 
my thoughts^ you understand, 

Rebecca. 

If you wish I will tdl you all^ at once. 

Rosmer. 

[Turning it offi No, no! I will not hear a 
word Whatever it may be—I can ioiget it. 

Rebecca. 

But 1 cannot 

Rosmer. 

Oh Rebecca-1 





148 


ROSMEnSHOLM. 


y[ACT IV. 


Rebecca. 

Yes, Rosmer—this is the terrible part of it: 
that now, when all life's happiness is within my 
grasp ~ niy heart is changed, and my own past cuts 
me olF from it. 

ROSMEII. 

Your past is dead, Rebecca. It has no hold on 
you any more—it is no part of you—as you are 
now. 

Rebecca. 

Oh, you know tliat these are only phrases, dear. 
And innocence ? Where am I to get that from ? 

Rosmer. 

[Sadh/.] Ah,—innocence. 

Rebecca. 

Yes, innocence. That is the source of peace 
and happiness. That was the vital truth you 
were to implant in tlie coining generation of 
happy noble-men- 

Rosmer. 

Oh, don’t remind me of that. It was only an 
abortive dream, Rebecca—an immature idea, that 
I myself no longer believe in.—Ah no, we cannot 
be ennobled from without, Rebecca. 

Rebecca. 

[Softly.] Not even by tranquil love, Rosmer? 

Rosmer. 

[Thoughtfully.] Yes—that would be the great 
thing—the most glorious in life, almost—if it 
were so. [Moves uneasily.] But how can I be 
certain of that ? How convince myself? 
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Rebecca. 

Do you not believe me, Rosraer ? 

Rosmer. 

Oh Rebecca—how can I believe in you, fully? 
You who have all this while been cloakinfr^ con¬ 
cealing such a multitude of things!—Now you 
come forward with something new. If you liave 
a secret purpose in all this, tell me plainly what 
it is. Is there anything you want to gain by it ? 
You know that I will gladly do every tiling I can 
for you. 

Rebecca. 

[ Wringing her hands.'] Oh this killing doubt-! 

Rosmer—Rosmer-1 

Rosmer. 

Yes, is it not terrible, Rebecca.? But I cannot 
help it. I shall never be able to shake off’ the 
doubt. I can never be absolutely sure that you 
are mine in pure and perfect love. 

■ 

Rebecca. 

Is there nothing in the depths of your own 
heart that bears witness to the transformation in 
rne ? And tellsi you that it is due to you—and 
you alone ? 

Rosmer. 

Oh Rebecca—I no longer believe in my power 
of transforming any one. My faith in myself is 
utterly dead. I believe neither in myself nor in 
you. 

IlEBtXJCA. 

\T^ooJcs darkly at him,] Then how will you be Rble 
to live your life ? 
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Bosmeir. 

That I don’t know. 1 cannot imagine how. 1 
don’t t(iink lean live it.—And I know of nothing 
in the world that is worth living for. 

Rebecca. 

Oh, life—life will renew itself. Let us hold 
fast to it, Rosmer.—We shall leave it soon enough. 

Rosmer. 

[iSpn'wgj up resthsshf.^ Then give me my faith 
again J My faith in you, Rebecca ! My faith in 
your love ! Proof! I must have proof! 

Rebecca. 

Proof ? How can I give you proof-? 

f 

Rosmer. 

You must! \Walks across the room.] I cannot 
bear this desolation—this liorrible emptiness— 
this—this- [A loud knock at ike hall door. 

I 

Rebecca. 

up from her chair!] Ah —did you hear 

that ? 

The door opens. Ulric Brendel 'enters. He has 
a white shirt on, a black coat and a good pair of 
boots, with his trousers tucked into them. Other¬ 
wise he is dressed as in the first Act, He looks 
excited. 

Rosmer. 

Ah, is it you, Mr. Brendel ? 

Brendel. 

Johannes, my boy—haH—Rnd farewell I 
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Rosmer. 

Where are you going so late ? 

Brendel. 

DownhilL 

• Rosmer. 

How—— ? 

Brendel. 

I am going homewards, my beloved,pupil. 

. am home-sick for the mighty Nothingness. 

Rosmer. 

Something has happened to you, Mr. Brendel ! 
What is it.? 

Brendel. 

So you observe the transformation ? Yes—well 
you may. When I last set foot in these halls 
—1 stood before you as a man of substance^ and 
slapped my breast-pocket. 

Rosmer. 

Indeed ! I don't quite understand- 


Brendel. 

But as you see me this night, I am a deposed 
monarch on thef ash-heap tiiat was my palace. 


Rosmer. 

If there is anything I can do for you- 

Brendel . 

You have preserved your child-like hearty 
Johannes. Can you grant me a loan ? 

Rosmer. 

Yes^yeSj most willing!^ 1 
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Brendel. 

Can you spare me an ideal or two ? 

IIOSMER. 

What do you say ? 

Brendel. 

One or two cast-oir ideals. It would be an apt 
of charity. For I’m cleaned out, niy boy. 11 iiiiiedj 
beggared. 

Rerecca. 

Have you not delivered your lecture ? 

Brendel. 

No, seductive lady. What do yon think? 
Just as I am standing ready to pour fortli the horn 
of plenty, I make the painful discovery that 1 am 
bankrupt. 

Reijecca. 

But all your unwritten works—? 


Brendel. 

For five-and-twenty years I have sat like a 
miser on his ilonble-lockcd treasiire-chcst. And 
then yesterday—when 1 open it .and w.ant to 
display the treasure—there's nofle there ! I'hc 
teeth of time had ground it into dust. There 
was nix and nothing in the whole concern. 


Rosmer. 

But are you so sure of that ? 

Brendel. 

Tlierc’s no room for doubt, my dear fallow. 
The Fresident has convmced me of it. 
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Kosmer. 

The President.^ 


Brendel. 

Well well—His Excellency then. 
Belieben, 


Rosmer. 

Whom do you mean ? 


Ganz nach 


Brendel. 

Peter Mortensgard, of course. 


Rosmer. 

WJiat ? 

Brendel. 

Hush, hush, hush ! Peter Mor- 
teiisgard is the lord and leader of the future. 
Never liave I stood in a more august presence. 
Peter Mortensgard has the secret of omnipotence. 
He can do wluilever he will. 

Rosmer. 

Oh, don’t believe that. 

Brendel. 

Yes, ray boyT f or Peter Mortensgard never 
wills more than he can do. Peter Mortensgard 
is c.'ipable of living his life without ideals. And 
that, do you see—that is just the mighty secret 
of action and of victory. It is the sum of the 
whole world’s wisdom. Basta / 

Rosmer. 

\Tn a low voie;*.] Now I understand—^why you 
leave here poorer than yo(|^ came. 



154 


BOBMERSHOCM. 


[act IV 


Brendel. 

Bien / Then take a Beispiel by your ancient 
teacher. Rub out ail that he once imprinted on 
your mind. Build not thy house on shifting sand. 
And look ahtad—and feel your way—before you 
build on tliis exquisite creaturCj who here lends 
sweetness to you« life. 

Resbcca. 

Is it me you mean ? 

Brendel^ 

YeSj my fascinating rnermaJa. 

Rebecca. 

Why am I not to be built on ? 

Brendel. 

[Cimies a step nearer.'] 1 gather that my former 
pupil has a great cause to carry forward to victory. 

Rebecca. 

What then-? 

Bren DEI.. 

Victory is assured. But—mark me well—on 
one indispensable condition. 

Rebecca. 

Which is-? 

Brendel. 

[Takes her gently hy the wrist Tliat the woman 
who loves him shall gladly go out into the kitchen 
and hack off her tender^ rosy-white little finger— 
here—just here at the middle joint. Item^ that 
the aforesaid loving woman—again gladly—shall 
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slice off her incomparablj-moiilded left ear. 
[Lets her go, and turns to Kosmsr.] Farewell^ 
my conquering Johannes. 

Rosmer. 

Are you going now } In the dark night ? 

Brendel. 

The dark night is best. Peace be with you. 

[He goes. There is a short silence in the 
room, 

Redecca. 

[BreaUies heavily. Oh, how close and sultry it is 
here I * 

[Goes to the window, opens it, And remains 
standing hy it. 

Roomer. 

[Sits do?vn in the arm-chair l)y the stove^ There is 
notliing else for it after all, Rebecca. 1 see it. 
You ipust go away. 

Rebecca. 

Yes, I see no choice. 

^ Rosmer. 

Let us make the most of our last hour. Come 
here and sit by me. 

Rebecca. 

[Goes and sits on the fo/h.] What do you want to 
say to me, Rosmer 

Rosmer. 

First, I want to tell you that you need not feel 
any anxiety about your futipre. 
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Rebecca. 

H*inj my future. 

Rosmer. 

I have long ago arranged for everything. What¬ 
ever may happen, you are provided for. 

Rerkcca. 

That too, my dear one ? 

Rosmer. 

You miglit surely have known that. 

Rebecca. 

It is many a long day since I have given a 
thought to such things, 

Rosmer. 

Yes, y^es—you thought things would always 
remain as they were between us. 

Rebecca. 

Yes, I thought so. 

Hosmer. 

So did I. But if 1 were to go- 

Rebecca. 

Oh, Rosmer—you will live longer than I. 

Rosmer. 

Surely my worthless life lies in my own hands. 

Rebecca. 

What is this ? You afe never thinking of-I 
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Rosmer. 

Do you think it would be so strange ? After 
this pitiful, lamentable defeat! I, who was to 
have borne a groat cause on to victory—have I 
not fled from the battle before it was well begun ? 


Reuecca. 

I'ake up tlic fight again, Rosmer ! Only *try— 
and you shall see, you will coiupier. You will 
erin<ji)]e hundreds—thousands ut minds. Only 
try ! 

Rosmer. 

Oh Reljccca—I, who no longer believe in my 
own inisMion ! 

Rebecca. 

Rut your mis.sion has stood the test already. 
Y'oii have ennobled one human being at least— 
me you have ennobled for the rest of my days, 

Rosmer. 

Oh*—if I dared believe you, 

Rebecca. 

[PresAifig her hands together.] Oh Rosmer,—do 
you know of nothing—nothing that could make 
you believe it? 

Rosmer. 

[Starts as if in fear.^ Don’t speak of that! Keep 
away from that, Rebecca ! Not a wortl more. 

Rebecca. 

Yes, this is precisely what we must speak 
about. Do you know of anything that would kill 
the doubt ? For I know yf nothing in the world. 
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Rosmer. 

It is well for you that you do not know.—It is 
well for both otus. 

Rebecca. 

No, no, no.—I will not be put off in this w'ay ! 
If you know of anything that w'ould absolve me 
in your eyes, I claim as niy right to be told oP’it. 


IIOSMEII. 

[As if impelled against his will to "speak.^ Then 
let us see. You say that a great love is in you; 
that through me your mind has been ennobled. 
Is it so Is your reckoning just, Rebecca Shall 
we try to prove the sum } Say ? 


Rebecca. 

I am ready. 

Rosmeh. 


At any time ? 

Rebecca. 

Whenever you please. The sooner the better. 


Rosaaek. 

Then let me see, Rebecca,—if you for my sake 

—this very evening- [Breaks o//!] Oh, no, 

no, no I 

Rebecca. 

Yes, Rosmer f Yes ! Tell me, and you shall 
see. 

Rosmer. , 

Have you the courage—liave you the will— 
gladly, as Ulric Brendel said—for my sake, to¬ 
night—gladly—to go the same way that Beata 
went ? 
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Kebbcca. 

slowly from the . soja; almost voiceless. 


IIOSMER. 

Yes, Rebecca—that is tlie question that will for 
ever haunt me—when you are gone. Every hour 
in the day it will return upon me. Oh, I seem to 
.see you before my very eyes. You are standing 
out on the foot-bridge—right in the middle. 
Now you are bending forward over the railing— 
drawn dizzily downwards^ downwards towards the 
rushing water ! No—you recoil. You have not 
the heart to do what she dared. 

Rebecca. 

Ihit if I had the heart to do it ? And the will 
to do it gladly ? What then ? 

Rosmer. 

I should have to believe you then. I should 
recovpr my faith in my niibsion. Faith in my 
power to ennoble human souls. Faith in the 
human soul's power to attain nobility. 

Rebecca. 

1 

[Takes up her shawl slofvly, and puis it over her 
head ; says with composure^] You shall have your 
faith again. 

Rosmer. 

Have you the will and the courage—^for tliis 
Rebecca ? 

Rebecca. 

That you shall see to-morrow—or afterwards— 
when they find my body, ^ 


[Rises 

Rosmer- 
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Rosmer. 

[Pw/.¥ his hand to his forehead.^ There is a 
horrible fascination in this-I 

Rebecca. 

For I don’t want to remain down tliere. Not 
lon^^cr than necessary. You must see that they 
find me. 

Rosmer. 

[Springs w/J.] But all this—is nothing but mad¬ 
ness. Go —or stay ! I will take your bare word 
this time too. 

Rebecca. 

Phrases, Rosmer ’ Let us have no more 
cow'ardly subterfuges, dear ! How can you believe 
me on my bare word after this day ? 

Rosmer. 

1 shrink from seeing your defeat, Rebecca I 

Rebecca. 

t 

It will be no defeat. 

Rf.'S>fER. 

Yes, it will. You will never bring yourself to 
go Beata’s way. 

Rebecca. 

Do you think not ? 

Rosmer. 

Never. You are not like Beata. You are not 
under the dominion of a distorted view of life. 

Rebecca. 

But I am under the (dominion of the Rosmers- 
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holm view of life—now. What I have sinned—it 
is fit that 1 should cxjnale. 

UoSMEll. 

\l.i}oks at her Is that your j)oinl of 

view ? 

llEnrx'CA. 

Yes. 

IIOSMKII. 

\lViih resolution.^ Well then, / stand firm in 
our eniancipateil view of life, Keliecca, 'I'here is 
no judge over us; and therefore we must do 
justice upon ourselves. 

Rebecca, 

[^lismidct-standing him.^ Yes, Hiat is true—that 
too. My going away will save w'hat is best in you. 

UOSMEB. 

Oh, there is nothing left to save in me. 

• Rebecca, 

Yes, there is. But I—after to-day, I should only 
be li sea-troll dragging down the ship that is to 
carry you forward. I must go overboard. Why 
should 1 reniaii> here in the world, trailing after 
me my own crippled life? Why brood and brood 
over the happiness that my past has forfeited for 
ever ? I must give up the game, Rosnicr. 

Rosmer. 

If you go—»I go with you. 

Rebecca. 

[Smiles almost imperceptibly, looks at him, and says 
more soJ\ly.\ Yes, eoiiie w*ith me—and see- 
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UOSMEII. 

I go with you^ I Say. 

Hedecca. 

To the foot-bridge, yes. You know you never 
d.ite go out upon it. 

Rosmer. 

Have you noticed that ? 

Rebecca. 

[iSW/y and hrokenh/.] Yes.—It was that that 
made my love fiopeless. 

Rosmrr. 

Rebecca,—now 1 lay my h<and on your head— 
[Does jo]— and I wed you as my true wife. 

Rebecca. 

[Takes both his handsj arid botvs her head towards 
his breast.] Thanks, Rosmer. [1 Aits him go.] And 
now I will go—gladly. 

Rosmer. 

Man and wife should gc^ together. 

Rebecca. 

Only to the bridge, Rosmer. 

Rosmer. 

Out on to it too. As far as you go—so fai* .shall 
I go with you. For now I dare. 

Rebecca. 

Are you absolutely certain—thattliis way is the 
be>t»t for you ? • 
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Rosmeh. 

I am certain that it is the only way. 

Rebecca, 

If you were deceivin/r yourself? If it wore 
only a delusion? One of those white horses of 
Uusmersliolm. 

Rosmbr. 

It may he so. For we can never escape from 
them—we of this house. 

Rebecca. 

Then stay, Rosmer ! 

Rosmer. 

The husband shall go with his wife, as the wife 
with her hiisband. 

Rebecca. 

YosS, but first tell me this: Is it you who follow 
me ? Or is it 1 who follow you ? 

* 

IIOSMER. 

We shall never think that question out, 

Rebecca. 

But I should like to know. 

Rosmer. 

We go with each other, Rebecca—I with you, 
4nd you with me. 

Rebecca. 

1 almost think that is the truth. 

Rosmer. 

For now we two are one. * 
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Kkret'c^. 

Yes. We are one. Come ! Wc go gladly. 

[T/iry go out hand in hand through the hally 
and are seen to turn to the leJ'L The door 
reniains open. 

\l'he room stands emplp for a little while. 
Then the door to the right is opened 
Madam Helsrth. 

Madam Helretii. 

M iss West—the carriage is- [T.ooks round.^ 

Not here Out together at tliis time of night.^ 

Well—1 must .say-! H’m ! [Goes out into the 

hull^ looks roundy and coines in again.'\ Npt on the 
garden scat. Ah, well well. [G'oej to the window 
and looks oi/^.] Oh good God ! th.'it white thing 

there-! My soul! They’re both of them 

out on the bridge ! God forgive the .sinful 
creatures—if they’re; not in each otlicr's arms! 
[Shrieks aloud.^ Oh—down—both of them ! Out 
into the mill race ! Help! Help! knees 

tremble ; she holds on to the chair-back, shaking nil 
over; she can scarcely get the words out No. No 
help here.—The deacl wife has taken them. 


THE END. 
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THE LADY FROM THE SEA. 

PLAY IN PIV^E ACTS, 


ACT FIRST. 

Wangki/s house, mtk a large verandah, on the 
left. Gaidcn in front and around. Near the 
verandah, a Jiag-s/ffJf. To the right, in the garden, 
an arhour, with fable and chairs. At the hack, a 
hedge, u'ilh a small gate, liei/ond the hedge, a 
road along the shore, shaded by trees on either 
side. lielwcen the trees there is a view of the 
Jiord, with high mountain ranges and peaks in the 
distance. It is a warm and bnlliantly clear 
summer mornins. 

OAi.LASTKD^ rt 7 yiddie~aged man, dressed in an old 
velvet jacket and broad-brimmed artist's hat, 
.stand.^ at the foot of thcjlag sta ff, nrranghtg the 
cord. 'J^hejlag is lying on the ground. A little 
way off stand.H an ca.set tvith a stretched canvas. 
Beside it, on a camp-stool, are bl ushes, palette, 
and a paint - box . 

Poi-iiTTA Wangel co7nes out upon the verandah through 
the open garden-room door. She is carrying a 
large vase of Jlorvers, which she places upon the 
table, • 

t 
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Boletta. 

I 

Well, Ballesled,—can you get it to run? 

Ballested. 

Oil yes, Miss Boletta. It’s easy onoiigli.—May 
I ask if you are expecting visitors to-day ? 

Bolf.tta. 

Yes, we expect Mr. Arnholm this morning. lie 
came to town last night. 

Baij.ested. 

Arnholm ? Wait a momiMit—wasn’t Arnholm 
the name of the tutor you had here some years 
ago ? 

Bolf/fta. 

Yes; it is he that is coming. 

Ballksted. 

Ah, indeed. So he is in these parts again ? 

Bo LETT A. 

That is why we want the flag run up. 

Ballested. 

Ah, I see, 1 see. 

[Bolrtta goes info the garden-room again. 

Shortlj/ afterfvards, Lyngstiiand cmncs ahug the 
road from the right j and stops, interested hy the 
sight o f the easel and painter*s materials. He is 
a slightly-built If oung man, of delicate appearance, 
poorly but neatly dressed. 

Lyngstrand. 

\Outside, by the hedge^ Good morning. 
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Ballested. 

[Tumvig roundJ] Ah—good morning. {Hoixts 
the /Ing.] So-lio!—up goes the balloon ! [Afu/r.v 
i/ic cord f ast, mid begins to bust/ himself at the easel. \ 

I take olf iny hat to you, sir—though 1 don't 
think I have the pleasure- 

LyNOkSTRAND. 

You are a painter, are you not ? 

Ballested. 

Yes, certainly. Why should I not be a painter } 

Lyngrtrand. 

Ah, I can sec you are.—Should you mind my 
coming in for a moment } 

Ballestf.d. 

Do you want to have a look at it ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, I should like to extremely. 

Ballested. 

Oh there's nothing much to see as yet. But 
pray come in—you're quite welcome. 

Lynclstrand. 

Many' tlianks. 

[lie comes in through the garden gale. 

Bali.esteu. 

[Painting.] It’s the inner part of the fiord, 
among the islands, that 1 am working at. 


Yes, i sec. 


Lyngstrand. 
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Ballested. 

But I haven't put in the figure yet. There is 
no such thing as a model to be had in the town. 

m 

Lyngstrand. 

There is to* be a figure, is there ? 

Ballested. 

Yes. By the rock in tlie foreground here, 1 
mean to have a half-dead mermaid lying. 

Lyngstrand. 

WJiy half-dead ? 

Ballested. 

She has strayed in from the sea, and can't find 
her way out again. So she lies here dying by 
inches in the bracki.sh water, you undersland. 

I.YNGSTRAND. 

Oh, that is the idea ? 

Ballested 

It was the lady of this house that suggested it 
to me. 

Lyngstrand. 

What will you call the pictilre when it h; 
finished i* 

Ballested. 

I think of calling it “The Mermaid's End.” 

Lyngstrand. 

Capital.—You are sure to make something good 
out of this. 

Ballested. 

[Loo^-iVig at Aim.J An Artist yourself, perhaps? 

« 
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I^YNGSTHAND. 
A painter, you mean ? 


Yes. 


Ballested. 

Lynostrand. 


No, I am not. But 1 .am f^oing to be "a sculptor. 
My name is Hans L 3 'iigstrand. 


Ballested. 

Going to be a sculptor, are you.? Well, -well, 
.sculpture, too, is a fine, genlleman-like art.— i 
fancy I’ve seen you in the street once or twjce. 
I lave you been staying here long ? 


LYNGSTn\ND. 

No, I have only been here a fortnight. But I 
hope [ may be able to stay the whole summer. 


Ballested. 

To enjoy the gaieties of the season, eh ? 

Ia'NOSTRAND. 

Well, rather to get up iny strength a bit. 

Ballested. 

Not an invalid, 1 hope .? 

Lyngstuand. 

Well, I’rn what you might call a little bit of an 
invalid. Nothing to speak of, you know'. It’s only 
a sort of short-windedness in my chest. 


Ballested. 

Pooh—a mere trifle. Still, I would consult a 
good doctor, if I were yqp. 
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Lyngstrand. 

I thought, if I could find an opportunity, I 
might speak to Dr. VVangel. 

Ballksted. 

Yes, do. [IBooks out to the /r/i!.] Here comes 
another steamer. Chock full of passengers. It’s 
extraordinary how the tourist business has in¬ 
creased here during the last few years. 

I.yngstrand. 

Yes, there seems to be a continual coming and 
going. 

Ballested. 

The place is full of summer visitors too. I'm 
soinetinies afraid that our good town may lose its 
character with all this foreign invasion. 

Lyngstrand. 

Are you a native of the place ? 

Ballested, 

No, I am not. But I have accla—acclimatised 
myself. I have become attached to the j)lace by 
the bonds of time and habit. 

Lyngstrand. 

You have lived here a long time, then ? 

Ballested. 

Well, seventeen or eighteen years. I came here 
witJi Skive’s' dramatic company. But we got into 
financial difficulties; so the company broke up and 
w.as scattered to the winds. 


' PronouKce Shtev'is. 
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Lyngstrand. 

But you renitiined ? 

Ballested, 

I remained. And I have bad no cause to regret 
it. You see ill those days I was mainly employed 
as a scene-painter. 

Boletta comes out with a rocking-chair^ which she 

places in the verandah, 

Boletta. 

[Speaking info the garden-room^ Hilda,—sec if 
you can find the embroidered footstool for father. 

Lyngstrand. 

[Approaches the verandah and bowsS\ Good morn¬ 
ing, Miss Wangel. 

Boletta. 

[By the hahisirade.^ Ah, is that you, Mr. Lyng- 
straiid Good morning. Excuse me one moment. 

, [Goes into the house. 

Bm.lested. 

Do you know the family here } 

Lyngstrand. 

Very slightly. I have met the young ladie.s 
once or twice at oilier houses. And 1 had a little 
talk with Mrs Wangel the last time the band 
jdayed up at the Prospect. She .said 1 might come 
and see them. 

Ballested. 

I’ll tell you w'hat,—you ought to cultivate their 
acquaintance. 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, I’ve been thinktng of paying them a visit 
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— T mean cifllingon them, you know. If I could 
only find some pretext-- 

Ballested. 

Oh nonsense,-^T jiretext^- \T.ooks out to tit 

/c/?.] Confound it all! [Collects kis thin 'Die 
steamer’s alongside the pier already. 1 must be 
off to the hotel. Perhaps some of the new arrivals 
may rccpiire my .services. For 1 practise as a 
hair-cutter and^/'mcar, too, I must tell you. 

Lyngstrand. 

You seem to be very versatile. 

.Ballested. 

One must know how to .ac—climatise oneself to 
various professions in these small places. Jf you 
should ever require anytliing in the hair line— 
pomade or what not —you have only to ask for 
U.mcing-Master Ikallcsted. 

Lyngstrand. 

Dancing- Master- 

■ 

Ballested. 

President of the. Musical Society, if you prefer 
ifc. We give a concert up at the Prospect this 
evening. Good-bye, good-bye. 

\JIe goes with his painting materials through 
the garden gate, and then out to the lej'i. 

Hilda comes out rvith the stool. Boi.etta hrinss 
more Jlowers. Ia'nostrand horvs to Hilda 
from the garden, 

Hilda. 

\Iiij the balustrade, without returning the ftow.] 
Boletta said you had veiiftired in to-day. 
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. LyNGSTRANI). # 

Yes, 1 took tlie liberty of coming into the 
garden. 

Hilda. 

Have you been out for your inornuig walk ? 

Lvngstrand. 

Well, no,—1 haven't had much of a walk to¬ 
day. 

Hild\. 

Have you been bathing then ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, I had a little dip. I saw j’our mother 
down there. She was just going into her bathing- 
house. 

Hilda. 

WJk) was ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Your mother. 

^ Hilda. 

Oh indeed. 

[She plfwes the stool in front of ike rocking- 
chair. 

Boletta. 

[J,y if to change the subject.^ Did you see any¬ 
thing of my father’s boat out on the fiord ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, I saw a sailing-boat that seemed to be 
standing inwards. 

Boletta. 

That must have been father. He has been out 
visiting patients on the islands. 

[She arranges things about (he table. 
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Lynghthand. 

{Standing on the lo?vest of the vera?idak Why, 

w’liat a splendid show of flowers you have here-! 

TB 

Boletta. 

Yes, doesn't it look nice ? 

Lynostrani). 

Oh, charming. It looks as if the day were some 
family festival. 

Hilda. 

So it is. 

I.YNOflTRAND. 

I guessed as much. Your father’s birthday, I 
su[)pose ? 

Boletta, 

[IVamingl^ to Hilda.] H’m,—h’lii! 

Hilda. 

[Not heeding her.'] No, mother’s. 

IA’NGSTRAND. 

Oh indeed,—your mother’s, is it ^ 

Boletta. 

[In a low, angry tone.] Now, Hilda-! 

Hilda. 

[In the same tone.] Let me alone ! [To Lyng 
strand.] I suppose you're going home to lunch 
now ? 

Lyngstrand. 

[Descending from the step.] Yes, 1 suppose I must 
see about getting something to eat. 
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Hilda. ‘ 

I darcsAy you live on the fat of tfie land at 
the hotel. 

Lvngstrand. , 

I am not staying at the hotel now. It was too 
expensive for me. 

Hilda. 

Where are you now, tlien ? 

Lynostuand, 

1 have a room at Madam Jensen's.^ 

’ Hilda. 

Which Madam Jensen's ? 


The midwife’s. 


LvNCiSTUAND. 

Hilda. 


Excuse me, Mr. I.yngstrand, but I really have 
no time to- 


Lyngsthand. 

OR, I suppose I oughtn’t to have said that. 


Hilda. 


Said what ? 

• Lyngstrand. 
What I said just now. 


H ilda. 

[ IBooks at hiin wiiheringltf from lop to /oc.] 1 don’t 
in the least understand you. 


Lyngsthand. 

No, no. Well, I must bid you good-bye for the 
present, ladies. 

Pronounqf Yensen . 

IX M 
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BoLE'FTA. 

[Conies forrvard to the j/f'/w.] Good-bye, good¬ 
bye, Mr. Lyngstrand. Vou^must please excuse us 
for to-day.—But another time, when you have 
nothing better to do—and when you feel inclined, 
—I hope you’ll look in and sec lather and—and 
the rest of us. 

Lyngstrand. 

Many thanks. 1 .shall be only too delighted. 

[/A- bows and goes out by the garden gate. 
As he j}asses along the road outside, to the 
lejl, he bows again totvards the verandah. 

Hilda. 

[Under her breath.^ Adieu, Mossyoo ! My love 
to Mother Jensen. 

Boletto. 

[Soflly, shakes her by the ann.^ Hilda-! You 

naughty child! Arc you mad ? He might easily 
hear you! 

FIilda. 

Pooh,—do you think I care 

BliLETTA. 

[Looks Old to the right.] Here comes father. 

Doct»)r Wanoel, in travelling dress, and carrying a 
hand-bag, comes alo7ig the foot-path from the right 

Wang el. 

Well, here I am again, little girls 

{He comes in through the ga.,e 

Roletta. 

[Goes down to meet him m the garden.] Oh, Tm 
so glad you have come.^ 
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Hilda. 

[Afso ^ing dotvn to hivi.^ Have you finislicd 
for 4.he day now, ffitlier ? 

W angel. • 

j 

Oh no, I must go down to the surgery fov a 
littltr* while hy-and-by.—'I'ell me,—do you know 
whether Arnholiii lias arrived ? 

Boletta. 

Yes, he came hast night. We tent to the Jiotel 
to inquire. 

Wangel. 

Then you haven’t seen him yet } 

Boletta, 

No. But he’s sure to look in this forenoon. 


Wangel. 

Yes, of course he will. 

Hilda. 

[Dm7ving him round.^ Father you must look 

about you now. 

Wangel, 

\TA)okhig towards the verandah.^ Yes, yes, my 
cliild, I see.—There is quite an air of festivity 
about the place. 

Boletta. 

Don't you think we have arranged it prettily.^ 


Wangel. 


Yes, you have indeed —Is—are we alone in 
the house ? 

Hilda. 

Yes, she has gone to-^ 
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[act 1. 


Boletta. 

\^Interrupts quickly!] Mother is bathing. 

Wangel. 

{ 

[Looks kindly at Boletta and pais her head 
Then he says, with some hesitation .■] Look here, 
little girls—do you intend to keep up this display 
ail day ? And the flag flying too ? 

Hilda. 

Why, of course we do, father! 

Wangel. 

H’m—yes. But you see- 

Boleita. 

[Noddiftgf and smiling to him!\ Of course you 
understand that it's all in honour of Mr. Arnliolm. 
When such an old friend comes to pay his first 
visit to you- 

Hilda. 

% 

[Smiling and shading him.] Reincmber-^wasn*t 
he Boletta’s tutor, father ? 


Wangel. 


[Ilalf sfnihng.'] You are a pair of young rogues. 
-Well well,—after all, it's only natural that we 


should remenil^er her who: is no longer among 
us. But all the same-. Look here, Hilda. 


[Gives her his.hand-bag.] This must go down to 
the surgery.—No, little girls,—1 don’t like all this 
—the mannelr of it, 1 mean. That we should 


make a practice every year of-. Well, what 

can one say ? 1 suppose there is no other way of 

doing it. f 



^CT I.] THE LADY FROM THE SEA. 


181 


Hilda. , 

[Is ahoid to go through the garden to the left with 
the hand-bagj hut stops, turns, and poiuts.^^ Look at 
that gentleman coming along the road. 1 believe 
it's Mr. Arnholm. 


Boletta. 

[T^uks in the same direction.'] He ! [Lat^ks.] 
What an absurd idea ! To take that middle-aged 
man for Mr Arnholm. 

Wanoel. 

Wait a bit, child. Upon my life, I believe it's 
he !—Yes, 1 am sure of it! 

BoLET'rA. 

[Gasi7ig fixedly, in quiet astonishment.'] Yes, I 
do believe it is ! 


Arnholm, in elegant morning di'ess, nith gold 
s^ycctacles and a light cane, appears on the food, 
coining from the left. He loohs somenhat over¬ 
worked. On seeing the party in the garden, he 
bows in a friendly way, and comes through the 
gate. 

• Wang EL. 


[Going to meet him.] Welcome my dear Arn¬ 
holm ! Heartily welcome to your old haunts 
again. 

Arnholm. 


Thank you, thank you. Doctor Wangel. A thou¬ 
sand thanks. [They shake hands and cross the 
warden together. And here are the children ! 
Holds out his Jiands to them and looks at them.] 
'"hese two I should scarcuiy have known again. 
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1 \V ANGEL. 

No, I <Iiiresay not. 

Arnholm. 

Oh well,*—perhaps Bolctta.—Yes, I should 
have known Boletta. 

Wanoel. 

Scarcely, I think. Let me see, it’s ei^ht or 
nine years since you saw lier last. Ah yes, there 
h<as been many a change here since then. 

Arnholm. 

[Looking ahovt /nw.] 1 should hardly say so. 

Kxcejjt that the trees have grown a hit--and you 
have planted a new arbour there- 

Wan GEL. 

Oh no, outwardly I daresay. 

Ahniiolm. 

[.Sw*7ej.] And now, of course, you have two 
grown-up daughters in the house. 

Wangel. 

Oh. only one grown-up, surely. 

Hilda. 

Just listen to father ! 

Wangel. 

And now suppose we sit in the verandah. It's 
cooler there than here. Come along. 

Arnholm. 

Thanks, thanks, my dear Doctor. 

[The^ go up the xieps. Wanoel gives 
Ahnholu tke rocking-chair. 
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\V anoel. • 

That's rif^ht. Now you shall just sit quiet and 
have a good rest. You are looking rather tired 
after your journey. * 

A UNHOLM. 

Oh, that’s nothing. Now that I am here 
again—^— 

Bo f.ETTA. 

[To \VANGEL.] Shall we bring a little soda- 
water and syrup into the garden-room } It will 
soon be too warm out here. 

Wangkl. 

Yes do, little girls. Soda-Avater and syrup. 
And perhaps a little cognac. 


Cognac too } 
Just a little. 


Boletta. 

Wangfl. 

In case any one should care for it. 


Boletta. 

Very well. Hilda, will you take the hand-bag 
down to the surgery ? 

[ Boletta ^ocs into the gardrn-room ami 
clows the. door after her. IIeldv tales 
the has and. throush the 

disappears behind the house to the lejl. 

Ahnuolm. 

\lVho has been faUotvin^ Bolf.tt \ with his rvr?.] 
Wliat a splendid girl—what splendiil girls tliey 
have grown into! 

Wangf.l. 

himself.^ Yes, don’t you think so ' 
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« Arnholm. 

Boletta quite astonishes me—and Hilda tod, 
for that matter.—But you yourself, my dear 
Doctor—do ;iou intend to remain here for tlie 
rest of your days ? 

Wang EL. 

Oh yes, that’s what it will come to, T suppose. 
I was born and bred here, you see. Here J lived 
very very happily with her who was so early taken 
from us—with her whom you knew when you 
were here before, Arnholm. 

Arnholm. 

Yes—yes. 

Wanoel. 

And now I live here so happily with one who 
has come to me in her stead. I must say that, 
take it all in all, the fates have been kind to me. 

-• Arnholm. 

I 

You have no children by your second murnufre > 

Vv angel. 

We had a little boy, two or two jjnd a h.'df years 
a^o. But we did not keep him long. He died 
when he was four or five months old. 

Arnholm. 

Is your wife not at home to-day ? 


Wang EL. 

Oh ye.s, she’ll be here very .soon. She has gone 
to bathe. She never misses a day at this season; 
no matter what the weather may be. 
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Arnhulm. 

Is she out of liealth ? 

W ANGEL. 

No, not exactly; but she has been curiously 
nervous the last couple of years or so—off aiul ou, 
you know. I can't quite make out what is wrong 
with her. But to get into the sea is life and 
ha])piness to her. 

Arnholm. 

I remember that of old. 

\V angel. 

\Wilk an almost imperceptible smile. Yes, to 
be sure, you knew Ellida when you were tutor out 
at'Skioldvik.^ 

Arnholm. 

Of course. She often visited at the parsonage. 
And I used generally to see her when I went to 
the lighthouse to have a talk with her father. 

Wangel. 

Her life out there has left a deep impression 
upon her, as ymi may imagine. In town here 
people can’t understand it at all. They call her 
" the lady from the sea.*', 

Arnholm. 

Do they ? 

Wangel, 

Yes. And look here—speak to her about the 
old days, my dear Arnholm. I am sure it will do 
lier good. 


Pronounce Sh & iJvuk . l 
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Arnholm. 

[Looking doubtfttUy at bim.y Have you any par¬ 
ticular reason to think so ? 

Wang EL. 

Ycsj certainly I have. 

Ellida’s Voice. 

[Heard withotd, in the garden to the right.^ Arc 
you there, Wangel ? 

Wanuel, 

Yes, dear. 

Mrs. Wangel, 7vith a large light cloak round her, 
and with ivet hair hamrinif loose over her 

1 O O 

shoulders, comes Jrotn among the trees beside the 
arbou7\ Arnholm rises. 

Wangel. 

[.Swi/iwn- and stretching out his hands towards //tv.] 
Ah, here comes the mermaid ’ 

Ellida. 

[Hastens up to the verandah and seizes his hnnds.^ 
Thank heaven, you're safe home again ! When 
did you come P 

Wanof.l. 

Just now—a few moments ago. [Points to Arn- 
noi.M.] But have you nothing to say to an old 
acquaintance-? 

Ellida. 

[Holds out her hand to Arnholm.J So you have 
really come then ? Welcome 1 And forgive iny 
not being at home— ^ 



ACT I.] THE 1.-VOY FROM THE ‘?EA. 


187 


Qh, don’t 
ccrciriony- 


Ahnholm. 
ineiiLioii it. IVay 


Wang EL. 


don’t stand on 


Was tlie water nice and cool to-day ? 


Kllida. 

C’ool! Why, the water never is cool here—so 
tepid and Hat. Pah ! the water is sickly in here 
in the fiords. 

Arnholm. 

Sickly ? 

wS 

Eu.inA. 

Yes, sickly. And I believe it makes one sickly 
too. 

W'angel. 

[iSwiz/mg,] A nice testimonial for a sea-bathing 
place. 

Arnholm. 

I "should rather say that you, Mrs. Wangcl, 
stand ill a peculiar relation to the sea and all tliat 
belongs to it. 

Elliha. 

Well, you may be right. I almost think so 
myself. Hut do you see how the girls have been 
decorating the place in your honour } 

Wangel. 

I I'm. [IBooks at his walchJ\ I’m 
afraid I must be going- 

Arnholm. 

Is it really in my hoiidlir ? 
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4 Ellida. 

Why, of course it is. We’re not so fine as this 
every day.—Pah ! How suffocatingly hot it Is 
under this r*Jof! [Goe^ domi into the garden.^ 
Come over here ! Here there’s a breath of air to 
be had at any rate. [-S/ic seats herself in the arbour, 

Arnholm. 

[^Goes to herj\ Now I should say the air was 
distinctly fresJi iiere. 

Klmda. 

Yes, you are used to the close air of Christiania. 
I’m told it is perfectly dreadful there in summer. 

Wanokl. 

[ Who has aiw come down into the garden,^ 
ida dear, I must leave you to entertain our good 
friend here for a wliile. 

Ellida. 

Have you work to do ? 

, VVangel. 

Yes, 1 must go down to J;he surgery : and then 
f must change my clothes. But 1 shan’t he 
long- 

Arnholm. 

himselj in the arbour.^ Don’t hurry, my 
dear Doctor. Your wife and I will maimge to 
pass the time. 

Wanokl. 

Ah yc.s—I'm sure of that. Well, good-bye for 
the present then ? 

[He goes out tkrSugh Ike garden to the left. 
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Ellida. ^ 

[After a short silence, Don’t you think it is ■ 
nice sitting licre ? 

Aunholm. 

1 think it is very nice. 

Ellida. 

This is called my summer-ljouse; for it was 1 
that had it built. Or rather Waiigel— to please me, 

AnNIlOLM. 

And you sit here a good deal } 

Ellida. 

Yes, I pass most of the day here. 

Arnholm. 

With the girls, I 5up|>ose. 

Ellida. 

No, the girls—they keep to the verandah. 

Arnholm. 

And W’angel } 

Ellida. 

Oh, Wangef goes to and fro. Sometimes lie is 
here with me, and sometimes over there witii the 
children. 

Arnholm. 

Is it you that have arranged things so } 

Ellida. 

I think it’s the arrangement that suits us all best. 
We can speak across to each other now and again 
—whenever we happen Jo have anything to say. 
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Arnholm. 

[AJIer a*reflcctk't pause.] When last I crossed 

your path—out at Skioldvik^ 1 mean-, II’m— 

that’s a long time ago- 

, Ellida. 

It is a good ten years since you were out there 
with us. 

Arnholm, 

Yes, about that. But when I remember you 

out at the lighthouse-! ^'The heathen,’' as 

the old pastor used to call you, because he said 
your father had hatl you <‘hristened with the name 
of a siiip and not of a Christian- 

Ellida. 

Well, what then } 

Arnholm. 

'I’he last thing I should have expected w'as to 
meet you agcain, here, as Mrs. Wangel. 

Ellida . 

No, at that time Wangel was not yet a- 

The girls’ first mother was living then—their i)wii 
mother, 1 mean- 

Arnholm. > 

Of course, of course. But even if it had not 
heen so—even if he had had no tics—I should 
never liave expected this to come to pass. 

Ellida. 

Nor I. Never in this world—at thiit time. 

Arnholm. 

Wangel is such a fine fellow'; so upright so 
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geniunely good-hearted, and kind to every 
one- 

Ellida. 

\JVantUy and cordialhf.^ Yes, indeed he is ! 

Arnholm. 

-but he must be so utterly difTerent from 

you, 1 should think. 

Ki.j.ida. 

You are riglit there too; we are different. 

Arnholm, 

Well then, how did it come about ? How was 
it ? 

Ellida. 

You mustn’t ask me, my dear Arnholm. I 
shouldn’t be able to explain it to you. And even 
if I did, you could never really understand a word 
of my explanation. 

Arnholm, 

I I’m- [y/ li/fi/t' more Aojlt/t/.] 11 ave you ever 

told your hnsbanii anything about me? J mean, 
of course, about the iiiisiiccessful step wjiicli—1 
was once rash enough to take. 

* T? 

Ellida. 

No. Ilow can you think I would? 1 have 
never said a word to him— about what you allude 
to. 

AllNirOLM. 

I am glad of that. I felt a little einbaiTa.sscd at 
the thought that- 

Ellida. 

You need not at all. have only told him 
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what is \pie —tliat 1 liked you very much, and 
that you were the truest and best friend I had 
out there. 

Arnholm. 

Thank you for that. But now tell me—why 
have you never written to me since I left ? 

Kllida. 

I thought it mi^ht perhaps be painful to you to 
hear from one who—who could not meet your 
wishes. It would have been like opening an old 
• wouiid^ I thought. 

Arnholm. 

H’m- Well, well, I daresay you were right. 

Ellida. 

But why did you never write? 

Arnholm. 

[lAwks at her and smiles half reproachfHlhf.^ I ? 
I begin ? And perhaps be suspected of wishing 
to reopen the attack ? After meeting with such 
a rebuff.^ 

Ellida. 

Oh no, I can understand that *too.—Have you 
never thought of forming some other tie ? 

Arnholm. 

Never. 1 have remained faithful to niy 
memories. 

Ellida. 

[Ilalf-jokingJ] Oh, nonsense! Let those sad 
old memories go. 1 am sure you had much better 
think about getting happily married. 
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AllNIlOLM. 

Then I have no time to lose, Mrs. Wan^rel. Ue- 
meinber—I blush to .'lay it—I shall never see 
scvcn-and-thirty again. ^ 

Ellida. 

Well then, all the more reason to make haste. 
[7. silent for a moment^ then says earnestly and in 
a loir tone..^ Bui li.sten now, my dear Arnholin, 
—I iun going to tell you somelliing I could not 
have told you at that lime, to save iny lile. 

Ahmiolm. 

What may that be 


Ellida. 

When you took—that unsuccessful step, as you 
said just now,—I could not answer you otherwise 
than 1 did. 

Arnholm. 

I know that. You had nothing but friendship 
to offer me. 1 quite understand tliat, 

Ellida. 

But you do not know that my whole mind and 
all ray thoughts were centred elsewhere at tJiat 
time 

AUNHOLM. 

At that time ? 

Ellid \. 

Yes, just then. 

Arnholm. 

But that is impossible ! You arc mistaking the 
time I I don’t believe yoi^ knew Waiigel then. 

IX N 
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Ellida. 

It is not Waiigel that I am speaking of. 

Arnholm. 

Not VV^angel ? But at that time—out at Skiold- 
vik—I don't remember another creature tliat 1 
could conceive your caring for. 

Ellida. 

No, no,—I daresay not. For the wliole thing 

was such utter madness. 

Arnholm. 

Do tell me more about this ! 


Ellida. 

Ob, it is enough for you to know that E was 
not free at that time. And now you do know it. 


Arnholm. 

And if you had been free at that time ? ^ 


What then ? 


Ellida. 


Arnholm. •> 

Would your answer to my letter have been 
different ? 

Ellida. 

How can I tell ? When Wan gel came, my 
answer was different. 


Arnholm. 

Then what is the use of telling me that you 
were not free ? 



ACT I.] 


THE LADV fr-ROnt THE SEA. 


195 


Ellida • 

[Zi’we^, ns if in distress and agilatio}i.'\ Because 
I must imve some one 1 can speak to about it. 
No, no, don't rise. » 

Arnholm. 

Your husband, then, knows nothing; of the 
mutter ? 

Elm DA. 

I told him from the first that my thoughts had 
once been drawn elsewhere. He has never wanted 
to know more. We have never touched upon the 
subject since. After all, it was nothing but a t 
piece of madness ; and then it all came to an eno 
so quickly. At least,—in a way. 

Arnholm. 

[/iiwrtg.] Only in a way ? Not entirely ? 

Ellida. 

Oh yes, of course ! My dear good Arnholm, it 
is not lit all as you .suppose. It's somclhing quite 
incomprehensible. 1 don’t think 1 could hnd 
words to tell you of it. You would only think I 
was ill—or else that I was shirk mad. 

Arnholm. 

My dear Mrs. War.gel—now you must and shall 
Lcll me the whole story. 

Ellida. 

Well then — I suj)pose I must try. How 
should you, with your common sense, ever bo 

able to iindcrstaiid that^^^- [IajoAs out and 

breat's ojf.] Wait—another time—here is some 
one coming. ■ 
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LA’NGSTRiVNB appears on the rond, fro?n the hjly ana 
enters the garden. He has a Jlorver in hT^s huiton- 
hotcy and can'ies a large handsome hoiofuet^ 
wrapp* i round with paper and tied with ribbons. 
He stopsj hesitating a Utile, in J'ront oj the 
verandah. 

Eli.ida. 

^Coming forward in the arbour."] Is it the girls 
you are looking for, Mr. Lyiigstrand ? 

Lynostuand. 

\frurmng."\ Ah, are you there, Mrs. Waiigel : 
[/^uw,v and approavlies.] No, not exactly—it wasn't 
the young ladies. It was you yourself, Mrs. 
Wangel. You gave me pcriiHs.slon to come and 
see you- 

Ellida. 

Yes, of course I did. You are always welcome 
here. 

Lyngsthano. 

Many thanks. I fortunately happened lo hear 
that this was a day of rejoicing in the family- 

Ellida. 

Ah, so you know that ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes; and so I make so bold as to offer you 

this, Mr.s. Wangel- 

[He bows and holds out the bouquet. 

Ellida. 

But, my dear Mr. Lyngstrand, ought 
you not to give your beautiful flowers to Mr. 
Arnholni himself r F6T it"s in his honour that- 
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Lymjsthwd, ^ 

\T^ooks in hen'ddcrmvni from one to (he oihcrd^ I 
beg your parcloxi—I doii'l know this gentleman. 

It’s only-. I meant them for a bi)JLliclay gift, 

Mrs. Wan gel. 

Ki.lida. 

A birthday gift } Tlien you have made a mis- 
t.ikoj Mr. Lyngstrand. To-tlay is not the birthday 
of any one in this house. 

L\ \(.-.Tu \Nn. 

[S7ml}H" (pnctlyd[ OIi, 1 know all about it. Bii» 
1 didn't know it was siu-h a secret. 


Eu.idv. 

Wh/it is it you know ? 

Lyngstrand. 

That it’s your birthday, Mrs. Wangcl- 


Mine ? 


]‘a.LinA. 

AuNH(U,M. 


Li>oki7ig at her To-day.^ No, surely 


not. 


• Kl.l.llM. 

[7’o La'Ngstrand,] W hat has put that into your 


head } 


Lyngstr \nd. 


It was Miss Hilda that let it out. I happened 
to look in a little while ago, and I askoti the young 
l.adies why they had made such a grand display of 
flowers and flags- 

Ellida. 


W'ell ? 
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«. Lyngstrand. 

-and Miss Hilda answered: Oh, because 
it’s mother’s birthday.’^ 

o 

Ellida. 

Motlier’s-! Oh indeed. 

Arnholm. 

Aha! 

[He and Ellida exchange glames of com¬ 
prehension, 

Arnholm. 

Wcllj since the young man has found it out, 
Mrs. Wangel- 

Ellida. 

[To Lvngstrand.] Yes, since you have found it 
out- 

Lyngstrand. 

[Offers the bouquet again,^ May I be permitted to 
ofler my ccngratulations- 't 

Ellida. 

[Taking the flower^.] Many thank.s.—Won’t y^ou 
sit down a moment, Mr. 1-yngstrand ? . 

[Ellida, Arnholm, and Lyngstrand seai 
themselves in the arbour. 

Ellida. 

All this about—about by birthday—was to have 
been a secret, Mr. Arnholm. 

Arnholm. 

So I see. It was not to have been mentioned 
to us outsiders. « 
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Ellida. 

[L,ays the bouquet on the table.^ No, jitst so. Not 
to outsiders. 

Lynostrand. 

1 promise faithfully 1 won't meiftion it to a 
living creature. 

Ellida. 

Oh, I didn’t mean it in that way.—But how are 
you now } I think you are looking better than 
you did. 

Lynostrand. 

Yes, 1 think I am getting on quite well. And 
next year, if I can get to the south- 

Ellida. 

The girls tell me you hope to manage it. 

Lynostrand. 

Yes; you see I have a patron in Bergen who 
provides for me ; and he has promised to let me 
go pext year. 

Ellida. 

How did you come across him } 

Lynostrand. 

Oh, it was a great stroke of luck. I once went 
a voyage in one of his ships. 

Ellida. 

Did you } Then at that time you wanted to be 
a sailor } 

Lynostrand. 

No, not in the least. But after my mothef 
died, my father wouldn’t have roe hanging about 
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at home ; so he sent me to sea. On the voyage 
home, we )vere wrecked in the English Channel ; 
and that was a grand thing for me. 

, Arnholm. 

How do you mean ? 

Lyngstrand. 

ft was in the wreck that 1 got my lesion—this 
weakness in my chest, you know. I was in the 
ice-cold water so long before they came and 
rescued me. So then I had to give up the sea— 
Oh yes, it was a great stroke of luck. 

Arnholm. 

Indeed ? You think so ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes; for the lesion is nothing to speak of; and 
now I am to have my heart’s desire, and to be a 
sculptor. Only think—to be able to model in the 
delicate clay that yields so exquisitely under yout 
fingers ! 

Elljoa. 

And what are you going to model ^ Mermen 
and mermaids ? Or is it to be old vikings-? 

Lyngstrand. 

Nc, nothing of that kind. As soon as I can 
manage it, I mean to have a try at a big piece of 
work—a group, as they call it. 


Ellida. 

I see. And what is the group to represent ? 
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LyN(J. STRAND. ^ 

Oh, I thought of something out of my own 
perieiice. 

Arnholm. ^ 

Yes yes,—by all means slid: to that. 


Eluda. 

But what is it to be ? 

Lyngstrand, 

Well, I had thought of a young woman, a sailor’s 
wife, lying and sleeping in a strange unrest, and 
tireaming as she sleeps. 1 think I can make it so 
that any one can see she is dreaming. 

Arnholm. 

And is that all ? 

Lyngstrand. 

No. There is to be one other figure—a kind of 
shape you might call it. U is the luisband she 
has bepn unfaithful to while he was away. And 
now' he is drowned. 

Arnholm. 

Why, what do you moan-? 

« 

Ellida. 

Drowned yon say ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, he is drowned at sea. But the strangv 
thing is that he has come home nevertheless. It’s 
in the night-time ; and there he stands by her 
bedside and looks .at her. He must be dripping 
wet, just as w'hen they haul^you up out of the sea. 
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Elliua. 

■ [Lenni?i^ hack in h&' chair.‘\ Wliat a strange 
idea ! [Closes her eyctf.] Oh, I can see it livingly 
before my ^yes. 

Ahnholm. 

But in the name of all that's wonderful, Mr. 
-! Mr. -! You said it was to be some¬ 
thing out of your own experience ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes,—this is out of my own experience; in a 
sense, that’s to say. 

Arniiolm. 

You have seen a dead man come-? 

Lyngstrand. 

Well, I don't mean to say I have actually seen 
it; not outwardly, of course. But all the same-- 

Ellida. 

[With animation and eagerness.^ Tell me r.ll you 
know about this! I want to understand it 
thoroughly. 

Arnholm. 

[Smiling.^ Yes, of course this is quite in your 
line—anything with the glamour of the sea 
about it. 

Ellida. 

How was it then, Mr. Lyngstrand ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Well, you see, when we were starting for home 
in the brig, from a town they call Halifax, we had 
to leave our boatswain^ behind ns in the hospital; 
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SO we shipped an American in hi3 pl%ee. This 
new boatswain- 

Ellida. 

The American ? 

Lyngsthand. 

Yes ;—one day he borrowed from the captain a 
/lujidlc of old newspapers,* and was perpetually, 
poring over them. f4e wanted to learn Nor¬ 
wegian, he said. 

Ellioa. 

Well; and then ? 

Lvngstrand. 

W'dl, one evening it was blowing great guns. 
All hands were on deck—all except the boatswain 
and me. For he had sprained his ankle and 
couldn’t walk ; and I wasn’t very well, and was 
lying ill my bunk. Well, there he sat in the 
Ib’c’sle, reading aw'ay as usual at one of the old 
papers- 

, Ellida. 

Well ? well ? 

Lyngsttiand. 

Wlien all of a sudden» I heard him give a kind 
of a roar; and when I looked at him 1 saw that 
his face was as white as chalk. 'I'licn he .set to 
work to crumple and crush the paper up, and 
tear it into a thousand little pieces; but that 
he did cpiietly, quietly. 

Ellida. 

* Did he say nothing at all ? Did he not speak ? 

Lvngstrand. 

Not at nr.<st ilut prcsditly he s.aid, as if to 
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himself: Married—to another man—while T 

was away.* 

Ellida. 


[tS'/iw/j herpjeSf and saijs ka(f to kersetj Did he 
say that ? 

La'.vgstrand, 


Yes; and would you believe it—he said it in 
perfect!}’ good Norwegian. He must have had a 
great gift for languages, that man. 


Ei.lida. 

And what then ? Wh-at happened next ? 


LYNGSTRANn. 

Now comes the wonderful part of it—a thing I 
shall never forget to my dying day. For lie added, 
—and this quite cjuietly too : ** But mine she is, 
and mine she shall remain. And follow me she 
shall, though I should have to go home and fetch 
her, as a drowned man from the bottom of the 

9 f 

sea. 

Ellida. 

f/*ourz?i^ 07d a g/(iA's i,J' iraier ; her hand iihaJc(*s,\ 
Pah—how close it is to-day-! 

I 

Lynilstraxi). 

And he said it with such force of will that 1 
felt he was the man to do it too. 


ErxiDA. 

Do you know at all—wdiat has become of this 
man t 

Lynostrand. 

Oh he*s dead, .Mrs. Wangel, beyond a doubt. 
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Ki.LinA. , 

r//rt.yZ/7y.] What makes you think that ? 

Lyngsthand. 

Wc were shipwrecked afterwards in the Channel, 
you know'. I off in tlie lonf^-boat wdth the 
captain and five others ; but the mate went in ilie 
dinj^ey, and w'ith him was the American and one 
man besides. 

And nothing has been heard of them since ? 


Lvngsth \Nn, 

No, not a word, Mrs. Wangel. My patron wrote 
me so, only the other day. And tliat is the very 
reason [ am so anxious to make a gr<jii[) of it. 1 
c;iii see sailor’s faithless wile so life-like before 
me ; and then tlie avenger, who is ilrowned, but 
nevertheless comes home from sea. I have them 
both before my eyes as distinctly as possible. 


Ellida. 

So have I. [Rising.] Como,—let us go in. Or 
'Jilher down to Wangel 1 It seems to me so 
stilling here. ^ [-SV/c comes out of arhour. 

Lyngstiiand. 

[Who has also me?/.] I think I must be going 
now. I only just looked in to wish you many happy 
returns of the dav. 

Ellida. 

Well, if you must go-— [Holds out her hand.\ 

Good-bye, and thanks for the flow'ers. 

[Lyncjstrand bows and ^ocs through the 
garden gutCt aut to the Ivjl. 
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Arnholm. 

[Rises and goes up to Ellida.] I can see that 
this has pained you deepl}^ my dear Mrs. Waiigcl. 

*• Ellida, 

Oh yeSj 1 suppose you may put it so, al¬ 
though— 

Arnholm. 

Blit after all, it is only what you must have been 
prepared for. 

Ellida. 

[Looks at him in surjtrisc,^ Prepared for ? 

ArniioLm. 

Yes, so I should think. 

Ellida. 

Prepared for his returning- } Returning in 

such a way ? 

Arnholm. 

Why, what in the world-! Is it that prazy 

sculptor's cock-and-bull story-? 

Ellida. 

Ah, my dear Arnholm, he is perhaps not so crazy 
as you think. 

Arnholm. 

Can it be this nonsense about the dead man 
that has moved you so much } I thought it 
was- 

Ellida. 

What did you think } 

Arnholm. 

Of course, 1 thought ^lat was axily a blind on 

t 
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four part. 1 fancied you were pained by the dis- 
covery that a family anniversary was being cele¬ 
brated without your knowletlge—that your hus¬ 
band and his children are living a life of memories 
in which you have no share. 

Ellida. 

Oh no, no ; that must be as it may. 1 have no 
*ight to claim my husband for myself alone. 

Ahniiolm, 

Yet it seems to me you ought to have that 
right. 

Ellida. 

Yes; but ns a matter of fact I haven't. That 
la tho thing. I too live a life—in which the 
others have no part. 

Ahnholm. 

You! [More so fill/.1 Am I to understand 
that—you—you do not really love your husband ? 

• Ellida. 

Oh yes, yes—I have come to love him with ray 
whole heart ’ And that is just wiiy it is so 
terrible—so inexplicable—so absolutely incon¬ 
ceivable-! * 

AnNIlOLM. 

Now you must tell mo all your troubles without 
reserve ! Will you not, Mrs. W’angel ? 

Elli d\. 

I cannot, dear friend—not now, at any rate 
Sometime, perhaps. 

[Boletta comes out by the vcrntidakf and 
dotvn into the garden. 
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^ Boi.i:tta, 

Father is from the surgery now. Shan’t 

we all sit together in the gavcleii-rooin T 

• Ellioa. 

Yes, let us. 

Wangel, who hmt changed his oloihes, comer Tiiti 
Hilda f rom the left, behind the house. 

Wan GEL. 

Well now, here 1 am, a free man ! A glas.^ of 
something cool wouhhi’t come amiss now. 

Ellida. 

Wait a moment. 

[*S7/e returns to the arhour ami brings out 
the bouquet. 

Hilda. 

Oh I say ! All those lovely flowers ' Where 
did you get them } 

Ellida. r 

I got them from Lyngstrand the sculptor, my 
dear Hilda. 

Hilda. , 

\Starting,'\ From Lyngstrand ?■ 

Bo LETT A. 

[Unecaily^l Has Lyngstrand been here—again ? 

Ellida. 

[With a half-smile. Yes. He came to bring 
this bouquet,—a birthday iiffering, you know. 

Boletta. 

[Glancing at Hilda.], Oh-! 
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Hilda. 

[Mutters.^ The beast! 


Wang EL. 

\Jn pairifui ernharrassmcni, to Ellida.J H’m- 


/Vell, you see—I must tell you, my darling 
Ellida- 

Ellida. 

[^Interrupfvtg.^ Come along, girls ! I^et us put 
my flowers in water, with the otliers. 

[^Ske goes up on to the verandah. 


Boletta. 

[Softly to Hilda.] She is really good after all, 
you see. 

Hilda. 

[ITalf aloud, looking angry.^ Monkey-tricks! 
i^he’s only putting it on to please father. 


VVangel. 

[Up on the verandah, presses Ellida’s hand.^ 

Thant you—thank you-! I thank you from 

my heart for this, Ellida. 


Ellida. 


[Arranging the flon'crs.'\ Oh, nonsense,—why 
should 1 not join with you in keeping—mother’^ 
birthday 

Arnholm. 


Hhn- 


[He goes up to Wangkl and Pallida. 
lioLETTA and Hilda remain below in the 
garden. 


IX t 


O 



ACT SECOND. 

Up at the Prospect, a wooded height behind the town. 
Towards the back stand a landmark and a weather- 
vane. Large stones for seats are placed round 
the landmark and in the foreground. Far below 
in the background the outer Jiord is seen, with 
islands and jutting promontories. The open sea 
is not visible. A summernight ivith clear itvilighi. 
There is a tinge oj orajige in the upper air and 
over the mountain peaks vi the for distance. The 
sound of quartette-singing is faintly heard from 
the lower slopes on the rigid. 

Young people from the town, ladies and gerUiemen^ 
come in couples up from the right, pass the land¬ 
mark cofiversing familiarly, and go out to the lefo. 
iShorily afterwards Balle8T£D appears, acting as 
guide to a party of foreign tourists. He is loaded 
with the ladies' shawls and satchels. 

Balliisted. 

[Pointing upward with his siirk.J Sehen Sie, mane 

Herrsckajien —over dart liegt etJie andere height. 

Das willen wir besieigen too, iin kerunter - 

[lie continues in English, and leads the parly 
out to the right. 

Hilda comes quickly up the slope on the right, stopSf 
and looks backward. Presently Bole'ITA comes 
up the same way. ^ 
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Boletta. 

My dear Hilda^ why should we run away from 
Lyngstrand ? 

Hilda. • 

Because I can't endure to walk up hill so slowly. 
Look—look at him crawling up. 

Boletta. 

Oh, you know how ill he is, 

Hilda. 

Do you think it's very serious ? 

Boletta. 

Yes, I am sure it is. 

Hilda. 

He consulted father this afternoon. I wonder 
what father thinks of him. 

• Boletta. 

Father told me that he has a hardening of the 
lungs—or something of that sort. He won’t last 
very long, father says. 

Hilda. 

Did lie really say so ? WeJi now, that’s exactly 
what I’ve been thinking. 

Boletta. 

But for heaven’s sake don’t let him suspect any¬ 
thing. 

Hilda. 

Oh, how can you think I would. [In a hirer 
<one.] There !—now Hans Iftis managed to clamber 
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up. Hans-! Can’t you see by the look of 

him that his name is iians.^ 

i Boletta. 

[JVhispers,^ Do be good now I I warn you ! 

Lynqsthand enters from the right, a parasol 

in his hand. 

LYN('rSTnAND. 

1 must beg your pardon, young ladieSj for 091 
being able to keep uji witli you. 

Hilda. 

So you have got a parasol now ? 

Lyncjsthand. 

It’s your mother’s. She said I might use it for 
a sticky as 1 Jiadn't brought one with me. 

Boletta. 

Are they still down there ? Father and the 
others ? 

Lvngstrand. 

Yes. Your father went into the restaurant for a 
moment, and the otliers are sitting outside listen¬ 
ing to the music ; but they'll come up by-and-by, 
your mother said. 

Hilda. 

[JFAo is standing looking at Aim.] I suppose you 
are very tired now ? 

Lynostrand. 

Yes, I almost think f am a little tired. 1 really 
believe 1 must sit down a bit. > 

[He seals hinuelj’ on a stone, in front to the 
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Hilda. 

heforc Aim.] Do you know that there/s 
Lo be dancing presently, down by the band-stand^ 

Lyngstrand. • 

Yes, I heard something of it. 

Hilda. 

I suppose you are very fond of dancing ! 

UOLETTA. 

[//'Ao is frandcriu^ ahaut. pic/dfi" small poirers 
amon*r the healkvr.^ Oh, Hilda—let Mr. Lyngslrand 
get his breath. 

Lyn(;stiiand. 

I To Hilda.] Yes, ^!i^s Hilda, I should like very 
much to dance—if only 1 could. 

Hilda. 

Oil I see; you have never learned. 

, Lvngstrand. 

No, I haven’t. Hut that was not wdiat I meant 

1 meant that I can’t dance on account of my 
chest. 

• Hilda. 

On account of that ** lesion ” you spoke of? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, that’s it. 

Hilda. 

Does this lesion *’ make you very unhappy r 

LViJOSTHAND. 

Oh no, 1 can't say it does. For 1 
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believe it is that which makes evci^body so kind 
and friendly and. helpful to me. 

Hilda. 

Yes ; and of course it’s not a bit serious, 

T/YNOSTRAND. 

No, not serious in the least. I could sec quite 
well that your father thought so too. 

Hilda. - 

And it will pass off as soon as you go abroad ? 

LVNOSTil \ND. 

Yes ; it will pass off. 

Boletta. 

[Wiihjlowers in her hand.^ Look at these, 
Lyngstrand—here is one for your button-hole. 

Lynostrand. 

Oh| a thousand thanks, Miss Wangcl 1 You arc 
really too kind. 

Hilda. 

[Looking doron the hill to ike righi.^ Here the^ 
are, coming up the path. 

Boletta. 

[Also looking down.] I hope they know' w’herc to 
turn off. No, they arc going the wrong way. 

Lynostwand. 

[Bises.^ 1*11 run down to tlie turning and call 
out to them. 
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Hilda. 

You'll have to call very loud then 

Boletta. 

No, you had better not. You'll orfly tire your¬ 
self again. 

Lynostrand. 

Oh, it's so easy going downhill. 

[lie goes out to the i^ghL 

Hilda. 

Yes, downhill. [Loo/cs ofler him.] Now he’s 
jumping too ! Ami it never occurs to him that he 
will have to come up again. 

Boletta. 

Poor creature-! 


Hilda. 

If Lyngstrand were to propose to you, would 
you have him ? 

• Boletta. 

Are you out of your senses ? 


Hilda. 

Oh I mean, oTT course?, if he hadn’t this "lesion" 
—and if he weren't going to die so soon. Would 
you have him then P 

Boletta. 

I think you had better have him. 


Hilda. 

No, I’m bothered if I would. He hasn’t a rap 
He hasn’t enough to live upon himself. 
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BoLE'ITA. 

Why are you always so much taken up with him 
then ? 

Hilda. 

Oh, that'll only on account of his lesion." 


Boletta. 

1 have never noticed that you pity him a bit. 


Hilda. 

No more I do. But it's so tempting to me- 

Boletta. 

What is ? 

Hilda. 

To look at him, and get him to say that it's not 
serious, and that he's going abroad and going to be 
an artist. He's perfectly convinced of all that, 
and as happy as possible about it. And to know 
that nothing will come of it after all ; nothing 
whatever ; that he won’t live long enough—i— 1 
find that so thrilling to think of. 

Boleita. 

Thrilling ! 

Hilda. 

Yes. 1 find it thrilling—I take that liberty. 

Boletta. 

Fie Hilda, you arc really a horrid child! 


Hilda, 

Well, that's what I want to be—^just for spite * 
[Looks dorvn.’] Ah, at last' Arnholiii doesn't seem* 
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to enjoy climbing. \Ttmix round.'] Oh, by-the-bye 
—what do you think 1 noticed al>ou\ Arnholni 
while we were at dinner ? 


Wliat ? 


Boletta. 


Hilda. 

Only think, he’s befjinning to turn bald—right • 
on the crown of his head. 


BoLE'I'TA. 

Oh rubbish ! I’m sure he isn’t. 


f IlLDA. 

Yes he is. And he has wrinkles here, round 
bolli his eyes. Ciood lu-avens, how c'ould 

y«)u be so gone on him when he was your tutor i 

Bo LETT A. 

[Sfniling.] Yes, can you undiT^tand it } 1 re- 

ineilibcr once shedding biliei* tears because he 
said he thought Buletta an ugly name. 

Hilda. 

Think of that ! [Lookx dou n aguin.] , I say ' Look 
there ] Just look !—'Ihere’s ‘^Ihe lady from the 
sea” walking with Inm—not with father—and 
jabbering away to him. 1 w^ouder whether those 
tw'o aren’t a bit sw'eet on eacli otlieY 

Bolei'TA. 

You ought really to be- ashamed of yourself. 
How dare yoii siiy such things about her.'* We 
were beginning to get on so well together- 
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^ Hilda. 

Oh, indeed !—Don't you believe it, my girl! I 
tell you we shall never get on well with her. She 
doesn't suit us, nor we her. Heaven knows what 
tempted father to drag her into the house 1-—T 
shouldn't wonder a bit if she were to go mad on 
our hands some fine day. 

BoLET-rA. 

Mad ? What makes you think such a thing ? 


Hilda. 

Oh, there would be nothing so wonderful about 
it. Didn’t her mother go mad ? She died mad, 1 
know. 

Boletta. 

Yes, I should like to know what you don't jioke 
your nose into. All I say is, don't go chatter¬ 
ing about it. Be good now—for father's sake. 
Do ybii hear, Hilda ? 

[Wanoel, Ellida, Arnholm, and Lyno- 
come up f rom the right. 


Ellida. 


[Points atvap towards the background .It lies out 
there. * 


Arnholm. 

Yes, of course; it must be in that direction. 


Ellida. 

Out there lies the sea. 


Boletta. 

[To Arnholm.] Don't you think it's pretty up 
here 
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Arnholm. , 

I should rather say grand—a glorious view ! 

Wangel. ^ 

I daresay you have never been up here before } 


Arnholm. 

No, never. In my time I doubt if it was 
accessible. There wasn’t even a footpath. 

Wanoel. 

And no grounds laid out either. We have done 
all that in the last few vears. 

w 


Bolei'ta. 

Over there, on the Pilot’s Knoll, the view is 
even finer. 


Wangel. 

Shall we go there, Ellida } 


Ellida. 

herself upon a stone to the nghlA Thank 
you, 1 won’t go. But you others ought to. I 
shall stay here in the meantime. 

Wanoel. 

Very well; then I’ll stay with you. The girls 
can do the honours for Arnholm. 


Boletta. 

Do you care to come with us, Mr. Arnholm ? 

Arnholm. 

Yes, I should like to. Is there a path up there 
too? 
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Boletta. 

Oh yes ; a good broad path. 

Hilda. 

There's plenty of room for two people tc go 
arni-in-arni. 

Arnholm. 

[rlps/zNg/i/.^ I wonder if there is, little Miss 
Hilda? [7o BoLE'rrA.] Shall we two try if she 
is right ? 

Boleti'a. 

[Repressi/fg n jnm'/e.] Yes, if yon like. Let iis. 

[yViey go out to the lejl, ann-in-ai m. 

Hilda. 

\To Lyngstrand.] Shall we go too-? 

Lyngstrand. 

Arm-in- arm-? 

Hilda. 

Why not ? I don’t mind. 

Lyngstrand. 

fGircj her hix ann^ and laughs with pleasure.'^ 
This is great fun, isn’t it ? 

Hilda. 

Great fun-? 

LYNO.STnAND. 

Why, it looks exactly as if we were engaged. 

Hilda. 

t 

1 suppose you have never given a lady youi 
arm before, Mr. Lyngstrand. 

^ [Th^ go out to the left. 
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Wancjfx. • 

[fV/io is standing at the hack^ beside the landmark.^ 
Dt'.iir Kllida^ now we have a little time to our- 

belves- * 

Ellida. 

YeSj come and sit liere beside me. 

Wang EL. 

[.SVr//.y himself.^ It’s so ojieii and peaceful here. 
Now let us have a little talk. 

Ellida. 

What about } 

Wanofl. 

About you ; and about our relation to each 
other, Ellida. I see well enough that this stale 
of things cannot continue. 

Eltjda. 

What would you have in its place ? 

Wang EL. 

Full confidence, dear. A life in common—such 
a.s we used to live. 

Ellida. 

Oh, if that could only be ’ But it’s so utterly 
impossible 1 

Wang EL. 

I think I understand vou. From certain thinirs 

•> n 

you have let fall now and then, 1 believe 1 do. 

Ellida. 

[VehemcnihfJ] No } 0 u don't I Don't say that 
you uiulcrstuiid-1 • 
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' WaNOEL, 

Oh yes. Yours is an upright nature^ Ellidu. 
You have a loyal heart. 

Ellida. 

Yes, 1 have. 

Wan GEL. 

Any relation in which you can feel secure and 
happy must be a full and perfect one. 

Ellida. 

^Looking anxiously at kim.\ Well,—and then ? 

Wanoel. 

You are not fitted to be a man’s second wife. 


Ellida. 

What makes you think of that now } 

Wanoel 

The suspicion has ofteii crossed my mind ;<but 
to-day I saw it clearly. The children’s little com¬ 
memoration—you looked on me as a sort of 
accomplice.—Well yes ; a man’s memories are not 
to be wiped out—not mine, at all events. IL is 
not in my nature. 

Ellida. 

1 know that. Oh, 1 know it so well. 

Wanoel. 

But you are mistaken, none the less. It seems 
to you almost as though the children’s mother 
were still alive. You feel her invisible presence 
'.n Our midst. You think that my he.art is equally 
divided between you and her. It is this idea that 
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revolts yoU'. You see, as it were, •something 
immoral in oi^r relation; and that is why you 
cannot, or will not, live with me any more as my 
wife. 

Kllida. 

[iZwpj.] Have you seen all this, Wongel ? Seen 
through all this ? 

Wangfx. 

Yes, to-day I have at last seen through it--into 
the very depths. 

El LI DA. 

Into the very deTJtlis, vou say. Oh, you mustn't 
think that. 

Wangel. 

[/JzVt'j.] I know very well that there is more 
than this, dear Ell Ida. 

Ellida. 

[^jyf)re/ie7isii'e/j/.] You know that there is more ? 

• Wangim.. 

Yes. There is this : that you cannot endure 
your surroundings here. The mountains oppress 
you and weigh upon your spirits. There is not 
light enough For you here—the horizon is not 
wide enough—the air not strong and stimulating 
enough for you. 

Ellida. 

There you are quite right. Night and day, 
winter and summer, it is upon me—this haunting 
home-sickness for the sea. 

Wangel. 

I know it well, dear Ellida. \La^s his hand 
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upon her hiad."] And tliercfare the poor sick child 
must go to its own home again. 

, Ellida. 

How do you mean ? 

Wanoei.. 

Quite literally. We will move. 

Ellida. 

Move! 

W.\n{;el. 

Yes. Out somew'here by the open sea,—to 
some place wIhtc you may find a real liume, after 
your own heart. 

Ellida. 

Ohj my dear, you mustn’t think of that! It’s 
quite impossible. You could never live hap])ily 
anywliere in the world but here. 


Waxoel. 

That must be as it may. And besides—do you 
think I can live haj)})ily here—without you } 


Ellida. 

But here I am ; and here I will remain. Am J 
iiof. vonrs ? 

Wanoeu 

Are you mine, Ellida } 

Ellida. 

Oh, please say no more of that scheme. Here 
you have all that is life and breath to you. 
Vour whole life-work lies here, and here only. 
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Wanoel. 

Thilt must be as it may, 1 say. We move 
from here—move seaward somewliere. My mind 
is made up beyond recall, dear Ellida. 


0 

Ellida. 


Oh, but what do you suppose we shall gain by 
that ? 


Wang EL. 


You will regain your health aiid peace of mind. 


Ellida. 

I doubt it. But you yourself! Think of your* 
self too. What would you gain ? 


I should regain you, niy dearest. 

Ellida. 

But that you cannot do ! No, no, you cannot, 
Wangel ! That is just the terrible, the heart- 
brcal(jng part of it. 

Wangel. 

That remains to be seen. If you are haunted 
by such thoughts here, then assuredly there is 
nothing for it Imt to get you away fri>m here. 
And the sooner the better. My mind is made up 
beyond recall, I tell you. 

Ellida. 

■ 

No ! Rather than that,—Heaven help me—1 
will tell you everything without reserv'e, exactly 
as it is. 

Wangel. 

Yes, ^'es—do 

IX 


p 



THE LADY FHOM THE SEA. [aCT II. 

Ellida. 

You shall not make yourself unhappy for my 
sake; especially as it would do us no good, after 
all. 

. Wanoel. 

You have promised to tell me everything— 
exactly as it stands. 

Ellida. 

I w'ill tell you as well as I can,—and as far as I 
understand things.—Come here and sit by me. 

' [Thciy seat themselves upon the stones, 

Wanoel. 

Well, Ellida ? Well-? 

Ellida. 

That day when you came out there and asked 
me if I could and would be yours—you spoke to 
me frankly and openly about your first marriage. 
You said it had been very happy. 

Wang EL. 

And so it was. 

Ellida. 

Yes, yes ; I do not doubt it, dear. That is not 
why 1 speak of it now. I only want to lemiml 
you th.at I, on my side, was frank with you. I 
told you quite openly that i had once in my life 
cared for some one else. That it had come to— 
a sort of betrothal between us. 

Wanoel. 

A sort of-? 

Ellida. 

Yes, something of the kind. Well, it lasted 
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only a very short time. He went away; and 
afterwards 1 broke it off. All this 1 tolcLyou. 

Wangkl. 

Biit^ dear Ellida^ why go back upon all tliis ? 
After all, it did not really concern me. I have 
never even asked you who he was. 


Ellida. 

No, you have not. You are always so con¬ 
siderate to me. 

Wangel. 

[Smiling.'] Well, in this case,—I scarcely needed 
to be told his name. 

Ellida. 

His name ? 

W angel. 

Out at Skioldvik and in those parts there were 
not many to choose from. Or rather, there was 

only one man- 

• Ellida, 

I suppose you think it was—Arnliolm. 


Wangel. 

Yes—was it noh.^ 


No. 

It was not } 


Ellida, 

Wangel. 

Well then I am certainly at a loss. 


Ellida. 

Do you remember that, in the late autumn one 
year, a large Am^HCRn ship came into Skioldvik 
for repairs ? 
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^ Wanoel. 

Yes, I remember it well. It was on board her 
that the captain was found murdered in his cal>in 
one morning. 1 remember going to make the 
post-morthm. 

Ellida. 

Yes, you did. 

W ANGEL. 

It was said to be the second mate who had 
killed him. 

Ellida. 

No one can tell that! It was never proved. 

f 

WaNCiEL. 

No; but I think there is no dbubt about it. 
Else ,why should he have gone and drowned him¬ 
self? 

Ellida. 

He did not drown himself. He escaped in a 
vessel bound for the north. 

'4 • 

Wangel. 

[Sfar/j.] How do you know that ? 

A 

Ellida. 

[With an effori.] Because, Wangel—because il 
was that second mate to whom 1—was betrothed. 


Wangel. 

[Starting up."] What do you say ? Can this be 
possible ? 

Ellida, 

Yea,—he was the luaii. 



229 


I 

4 

ACT II.] THE LADY FROM THE SEA. 

Wanoel. 

But how in the world, ElHda-? How could 

you do such a thing ! Go and engage yourself to 
such A man as that ! A man you kne^t nothing 
on earth about I —What was his name ? 

Ellida. 

He called himself Friman^ then. Afterwards, 
in his letters, he signed himself Alfred Johnston. 

Wanoel. 

Ahd where did he come from ? 

Ellida. 

From Finmark, he said. He was born over in 
Fiiil.'ind though. He hail come across the frontier 
as a child,—with his father 1 think. 

Wanoeu , 

He Myis a Queen, tlien. 

Ellida. 

Yes, I believe they ai*e called so. 

Wangei.. 

What more do you know of him ? 

Ellida. 

Only that he went to sea very young, and that 
he had made long voyages. 

Wanoel 

Nothing else ? 

* Proilounce Fryman, 
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No; we never talked about such things. 

♦ Wang EL. 

What did you talk about then ? 

Ellida. 

Mainly about the sea. 

Wanoel. 

Ah-! About the sea ? 

Ellida, 

About storm and calm. About dark nights at 
sea. About the sea in the glittering suiisliine, 
too. But wc talked most about the whales, and 
the porpoises, and the seals that lie out upon the 
reefs and bask in the midday sun. And thcMi w'c 
spoke of the gulls and the eagles, and all the 
other sea-birds, you know. And—is it not 
strange ?—when we talked of such tlnVigs, it 
seemed to me a§ though both the sea-animals and 
the rea^birds were akin to him. 

Wang EL. 

i 

And you yourself- ? 

Ellida. 

Yes, I almost thought that I, too, was akin to 
all of them. 

• Wanoel, 

Yes, yes.—And that was how you came to 
betroth yourself to him ? 

Ellida. 

Yes; he said 1 wa*s to do it. 
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\Vangel. • 

Was to ? Had you no will of your own ? 

Ellida. • 

>Jot whon lie was near. Oli—afterwards it all 
seemed so iiUerly inexplicahle to me, 

Wang EL. 

Did you sec* him often ? 

Ellida. 

No, not very often. Me went over the light¬ 
house one (lay ; that is how 1 eame to know liiin 
And afUrwards v/<‘ used to meet oecasionallv. 
lint then came tins aiiair about the captain ; and 
he had to y;o away. 

W A NOEL'. 

Oil yes, let me hear about tliat ! 

1 ''llii)\ 

It w.as in the. dusk of the early rnornir": that I 
^ot a line from him. It said ihat 1 must come 
out to him at I>ratlhainmer^—you know, the 
lieadland between the lighthouse and Skioldvik. 

Wanoel. 

Yes, yes—I know it well. 

lil.LTDA. 

I must come there immediately, the note .said 
for he wanted to speak to me. 

Wangkl. 

And you went } 

* Pronounce Btott-hamnie*' 
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Ellida. 

Yes. 1 could not help it. Well—he told me 
that he had stabbed the captain in the night. 

Wangkl. 

He told you himself! Said it straight out! 

Ellida. 

Yes. But he had only done what was light and 
just, he said. 

Wanorl. 

Right and just ? What reason did he give, then, 
for slabbing him ^ 

Ellida. 

He would not tell me the reason. He said it 
was not a thing for me to hear about. 

Wangel. 

And you believed him, on his bare word ? 

Eli IDA. 

Yes, I never thought of doubting him. Well, at 
all events he had to go away, But when he w'ns 

on the point of saying good-bye to me- No, 

you could never imagine what he. did. 

Wangel. 

Well, tell me then. 

Ellida. 

He took a key-ring out of his pocket, and drew 
off his finger a ring he used to wear. Tlien he took 
from me a little ring that 1 had, tand the.se two he 
slipped together on the key-ring. And then he 
said that now 'vre two should together be wedded 
to tlie sea. « 
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Wangel. • 

Wedded-? 

Fxmda. 

Yes, so he snid. And then he dnvg the ]arf;e 
rin^ and the two small ones as far as ever he could 
into the, deep water, 

Wangel. 

And you, Ellida ? Did you nfjjee to that ? 

Ei.lida. 

Yes, would you believe it, I thought at the time 
that it was ail as it should be.—But, thank 
heaven, then he went away ! 

' Wangel. 

And when once he was away } 

Elmda. 

Oh, you may be sure I sooti came to my senses 
again. 1 saw how utterly stupid and meaningless 
the whole thing had been. 

Wangel. 

But you said something about letters. Did you 
hear from him afterwards ? 


Kllida. 

Yes, 1 heard from him. First, I got a line or 
two from Archangel. lie said nothing but that 
he was going over to America; and he told me 
where to address an answer. 

W’angel. 

Did you write ? 

Ellida. 

Immediately, I said, of course, that all must be 
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over between us—that he must never think of me 
again, as 1 meant never to think any more of him. 

Wanoel. 

c 

And did he write again, in spite of that ? 

Ellida. 

Yes, he wrote again. 

WANCfEL. 

And what was his answer to what you Iiad said } 

Ellida. 

Not a word. He wrote just as if I liad never 
broken w’ith him. He told me quite calmly that 
I must wait for him. When he was ready for incj 
he would let me know, and then 1 was to come to 
him at once. 

Wanoel. 

Then he would not release you ? 

I 

Ellida. 

No. So I wrote again, almost w'ord for word the 
same as before : only more strongly. 

i 

Wang EL. 

And did he give way then ? 

Ellida. 

Oh no, far from it. He wrote as calmly as before. 
Never a word about my having broken with him. 
'i'hen I saw it was useless, so 1 wrote to liiin no 
more. 

Wanoel. 

And did not hear fron him either ? 
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Elliija. 

Yes, I have had three letters from him since. 
Once he wrote from California and once from 
I'hina. I'hc last letter I |»ot from Jiiin was from 
Australia. He said he was ^oin^r to the gold¬ 
mines ; and since then 1 have heard nothing from 
him. 

Wang EL. 

That man must have hud an cxlraonlinary power 
over you, Ellida. 

Ellida. 

Oh yes, yes. 'fhat terrible man! 

Wanpel. 

Ihit you must not think any nlore about it. 
Never ! Promise me Ibat, my d<*ar, iny precious, 
b'dlida! We will try anollier cure f()r 3-011 now—a 
fresher air than this of the inner liord. The salt- 
laden, sweeping sea-breezes, dear ! What ilo 3 0 U 
say to that ? 

• Ellida. 

Oh, don’t speak of it ! Don’t think of siioh a 
tiling ! 'I'bere is no help for me in tliat ! 1 kno%v, 
1 feel, that I should not be able to throw it off out 
there cither. • 

WANriF.L. 

To throw what off, dear ? What do you mean * 

Ellida. 

I mean the terror of him. His unfathomable 
|JOwer over my soul- 

W A NOEL. 

But you have thrown it off! I.ong ago; when 
you broke with him. 1 A is all over, long ago. 
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< Ellida. 

t£/}.] No, that is just what it is not ! 


Not over! 


W ANGEL. 
Ellida. 


No, Wan gel—it is not over ! And I am afr.iid it 
never will be over. Never in this life. 


Wangel. 

[In a choked f)oice.] Do you mean to say tliat 
you have never in your heart of hearts been able 
to forget that strange man ?, 

Ellida. 

I had forgotten him. But tlien^ all at gnce^ he 
seemed to come again. 

Wangel. 

flow long ago is that } 

■ 

Ellida. 

It is about three years ago now, ora little more. 
It was whilst—before the child was born. 

Wangel. 

Ah ! It was then, was it? In that case, Ellida 
—1 begin to understand much more clearly. 


Ellida. 

You are wrong, dear! This thing that has 
come over me--oh, 1 don*t think it can ever be 
understood, 

, Wangel. 

l^Looks at her, pained.] To think that for all 

f 
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these three years your heart has been given to 
another man. To another I Not to ^ne^—but to 
another! 

Ellida. 

Oh^ you utterly misunderstand me. I love no 
one but you. 

Wangel. 

[In a low tone.^ How is it, then, that for all 
that time you have refused to live with me as my 
wife? 

Ellida. 

That is because of the dread the strange man 
has cast over me. 

Wangel. 

Dread-? 

Ellida. 

• 

Yes, "dread. Such a dread, such a terror, as can 
arise only from the sea. For now 1 must tell you, 
Wangel- 

[The young tomispeople come hack from the 
left, bom, afid go out to the right. With 
them cofne Arnuolm, Boletta, Hilda, 
aud Lyngstrand. 

t 

Boletta. 

[As they ptiss 6y.] What! Still up here ? 


Ellida. 

Yes, it’s so delightfully cool up here on the 
heights. 


* Arnholm. 

For our part, we are going down to have a dance. 


Wangel. 

Very well. We will come too, in a little while. 
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Hilda. 

Good-bye for the present then. 

Eluda. 

Mi. Lyngsfrand—will you please wait a nioi.icnt? 
[Lyngsthand ArniiolMj Boletta, 

and Hilda go out to the right. 

Ellida. 

[To Lynostrand.] Are you going to dance too? 

Lynostrand. 

No, Mrs. Waiigel, I’m afraid I must not. 

Ellida. 

No, you ought to be careful. That weakness in 
your chest—you have not quite got over it yet. 

Lynostrand. 

No, not thoroughly. 

Ellida. 

[Somewhat hesitatingly.] How long is it now since 
you made that voyage-? 

I 

Lynostrand. 

When I got the lesion 't 

Ellida. 

Yes, that voyage you were telling us about this 
morning. 

Lynostrand. 

Oh well, it must be about—wait a bit—yes, it 
was just three years ago. 
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Klliua. 

Three years ^ » 

LyNG STRAND. 

Or a liLtlc more. We left America in February, 
and we were wrecked in March. \V(s got into the 
equinoctial gales. 

Ellida. 

[looking at W angel.] You see that was the 
time- 

Wangel. 

But, my dear Ellida- } 

Ellida. 

Well, don’t let us detain you, Mr. I^yngstrand, 
Go ; but don't dance. 

Lyngstrand. 

No, 1 shall only look on. 

[lie goes Old to the right. 

Wangel. 

Dear Ellida—^why did you cross-question him 
about that voyage } 

Ellida. 

Johnston wa^ in the same ship. Of that 1 am 
perfectly certain. 

Wangel. 

What makes you think so ? 

Eij.ida. 

[ Without anjtwenng.] He came to know, during 
the voyage, that I had married some one else, while 
he was away. And then—at the very same moment, 
this came upon me! 
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Wanokl. 

This dread ? 

Ellida. 

Yes. Sometimes, without the smallest warninff, 
I suddenly him stand bodily before me. Or 
rather a little to one side. He never looks at me; 
he is only there. 

Wanoel. 

How does he appear to you ? 

Ellida. 

Just as 1 saw him hist. 

Wanoel. 

Ten years ago ? 

Ellida. 

Yes. Out at Bratthammer. I see his scarf-pin 
most distinctly of all, with a large, bluish-white 
pearl in it. That pearl is like a dead fish's eye. 
And it seems to glare at me. 

Wanoel. 

Good God——! You are more ill than I thoiight; 
more ill than you know yourself, Ellida. 

Ellida. 

Yes, yes,—help me if you cart! For I feel it 
closing round me more and more. 

Wanoel. 

And you have been in this state for three whole 
years. You have suffered this secret anguish 
without conddiiig in me! 

Ellida. 

Oh I could not; Not till now, when it became 
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I _ _ __ 

necessary for your own sake. If I hail tolil you 
all this—then I must also have loltJ you—the un¬ 
speakable. 

Wanokl. 

The unspeakable- ? 

Elmda. 

IE fflAii'c/y.] No, no, no! Do not ask! Only 
one thing more, and I have done,—VVangt'i — how 
shall we fathom tlie mystery—of the child’s 
eyes-—^ ? 

Wanoel. 

My own dear Kllida, I assure you it was pure 
tmaginatioii on your part. The child had exactly 
the same cyeg as other iiormal cJiildren. 

Kllida. 

No, it had not! flow could you help seeing it ? 
The child’s eyes changed colour witli the sea. If 
the fiord lay in a sunny calm, the eyes were calm 
and sunny. And tlie same way in storms.—Oh, I 
saw it well enough, if you did not. 

VVanoel. 

[Humouring Aer.l H'in,— perhaps so. But 
even if it were i* vVhat tlien } 

Elliua. 

[Sqftlt/, and drawing nearer to hhn.] 1 have seen 
eyes like that before. 

VVANCiEL. 

When ? Aiijl where— ? 

Kllida. 

Out at Bratthammer. 'Ven years ago. 

IX 


I 


Q 
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* Wangel. 

"[Jiecoils a step,^ What do you- 


, Ellida. 

[fVhisperSj Irembling,'] I'lie child had the strange 
Man’s eyes. 

W ANGEL. 

[Crtcs out involuntarily. Ellida—— 1 

Ellida. 

her hands oiHsr her head in despair.'] Now 
you can surely understand why 1 never wiU,— 
never dare live with you as your wife! 

[iS//c turns hastily and rushes down the hill 
to the right. 

Wangel. 

\Hastens afier her and calls.^ Ellida ' Ellida \ 
My poor unhappy Ellid.i 



ACT THIRD 

A remote corner of VVanoei/s garrh^^t. The. place 
is damp, marshy, and orershadoind bij large old 
trees. To the I'ight is seen (he edge o f a stagnant 
pond. A low open fence, dirides the garden from 
the footpath and Jiord in the background, in 
the farthest distance, beifond the J'tofd, viounlcdii 
ranges rise, into peaks. It is late aflemoonj 
almost evening. 

sits sewing ujmn a stone scat to the left. On 
the seat tie n couple o f books and a work-basket 
Hii.da and Lvngstrand, both with Jishing- 
tacklef stand bij the edge of ike pond. 


* Hilda. 

\Makes a sign to Lvngstrand.] Stand still. I 
sec a big oikc there. 

» Lyngstrand. 

\JLooking.^ Where is it ^ 

Hilda. 

Can’t you see—down there. And 
look! I declare there’s auotlicr! [Loo/:.? away 
through the trees.'^ Ugh—there he comes to frighten 
them away! 

Boi.etta. 

[£.oo^f up.'\ Who is cor^iDg ? 



244 


THE FROM THE SRA. [ACT III. 


‘ Hilda. 

Your tutor, miss 1 

Boletta. 

4 

My-?4 ^ 

Hilda. 

Yes ; thank goodness he was never mine ! 

Arnhulm comes forward among the trees 
on the right . 

Ahnholm. 

Arc there fish in the pond now ? 

Hilda. 

Yes, tliere are some very old carp. 

Arnhoi.m. 

Ah, so the old carp are still alive ? 

t 

Hilda. 

Yes; they're tough, 1 can tell you. But now 
we're going to put an end to some of them. ' 

Ahnholm. 

You ought rather to try the fiord. 

4 

Lyngstrand. 

No, the pond—the pond is more mysterious, as 
you might call it. 

Hilda. 

Yes, it’s more thrilling here.—Have you just 
been having a bathe t 

Arnholm. 

Precisely. I've come straight from the bathing* 
house. • 
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Hilda. • 

I suppose you kept within tlie enclosure ? 

Arniiolm. ^ 

Yes, I*m no great swimmer. 


Hilda. 

Can you swim on your back ? 



Arnholm. - 
Hilda. 


.lean, [To Lyngstrand.] Let us try over there 
on the other side. 

[^rhey skirl the pond^ out to the right. 


Arnholm. 

S Advances to Boletta.] You are all alonCj 
etta ? 


Boletta. 

Oh yes, 1 generally am. 


Arnholm. 

Is not your mother in the garden ^ 


• Boletta. 

No; I think she is out walking with father. 


Arnholm. 
How is she this afternoon ? 


Boletta. 

1 don't quite know I forgot to ask 

Arnholm. 

What are the books youJiave there ? 
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' Boletta. 

Oh^ one is d botniiical book, and the qther a 
descrijjtive geography. 

Arnholm. 

Are you fond of that kind of reading ? 

B6LETTA. 

Yes, when I ran find time for it- But or 

course the housekeeping must come first. 

Arnholm. 

But does not your mother—your stepmother— 
help you with that ? 

Boletta. 

No, it is my work. I had to look after it during 
the two years father was alone ; and so it lias 
continued ever since. 

Arnholm. 

But you are as fond as ever of reading ? 

Boletta. 

Yes, I read all the useful books I can get hold 
of. C)iie wants to know a little about the world. 
Here we live so entirely outside of every tiling,— 
or almost entirely. 

Arnholm. 

No, my dear Boletta, don’t say that. 

Boleita. 

But I do say so. I don't see much difference 
between our life and the life of the carp in the 
pond there. They have the fiord close beside 
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tlienij where the great free shoals of f!.sh sweep 
out and in. But the poor tame house-fishes know 
nothing of all that; and they can never join in. 

Arnholm. 

1 don't think it would agree with them at aU 
if they did get out into the fiord. 

Boi.etta. 

Oh, they might take their chance of that, I 
should think. 

Ahniiolm. 

Besides, you can’t say that you are so utterly 
out of the world here. Not in summer, at all 
events. This place is a sort of local centre, 
nowadays, in the life of the vi'orld—a point of 
convergence for many passing streams. 

Boletta. 

Oh, you are in the passing stream 
yourself; it is easy for you to make game of us. 

Arniiolm. 

1 make gamers- ? What puts that into your 

head ? 

Boletta. 

Why, all this about a centre, and a point of con¬ 
vergence for the life of the w'orld, is simply wliat 
you have heard people say in the town. They 
are always talking like that. 

Arnholm. 

Yes, frankly, I have noU<^cd as much. 
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i Boletta. 

But there's really not a word of truth in it, you 
know—not for us who live here constantly. What 
is it to us that the great outside world passes our 
doors on its way to the midnight sun } We can¬ 
not join in the stream. There is no midnight sun 
for u s. Oh no ; we must be content to linger our 
lives out, here in our carp-pond. 

Arnholm. 

S Seats himself besides her.'] Tell me now, dear 
etta—I wonder if there is not something or 
other,—some particular thing I mean—that you 
are all the time longing for, here at home ? 

Boleti’a. 

Well, perhaps there may be. 

A UN HOLM. 

Then what is it ? W^hat are you'longing for? 

I 

B^>letta. 

Chiefly to get away. 

Aunholm. * 

That before everything ? 

Boletta. 

Yes. And next to learn a little more; to gain 
some real insight into things in general. 

Arnholm. 

W^hen I used to read with you, your father often 
.said that he would let y^u go to college. 

c 
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Boletta. 

OK yes, poor father,—he says so many things. 

But when it comes to the point, then-. There 

is no real energy in father. 

Arnholm. 

No, unfortunately—I suppose there is not. But 
have you ever talked to him about this ? Put 
serious pressure on him, I mean ? 

Boletta. 

No, I can’t say that I have. 

Arnholm. 

Well now really, Boletta, )’ou ought to do so, 
before it is too late. Why don’t you ? 

Boletta. 

Oh, because there is no real energy in me either, 
1 suppose. I probably take after father in that, 

Arnholm. 

H’m—I wonder whether you don’t do yourself 
injustice there*.^ 

Boletta. 

Oh no. I’m sorry to say. And then father has 
so little time to think about me and ray future— 
and not much inclination either. He puts things 
of that sort aside as much as he can ; he is so 
entirely taken up with Ellida- 

Arnholm. > 

With whom-? l^pw-? 
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' Boletta. 

I mean that he and my stepmother- [BrcaJc- 

ing ojffV\ Father and mother lead a life of tiieir 
own, you se^ 

Arnholm. 

Well, so mucli the more reason for you to see 
about getting away. 

Boletta. 

Yes, but at the same time I don’t feel as if I 
had the right to go awfiy—to leave father. 

Arnholm. 

But, my dear Boletta, you will have to leave 
him some time, in any case; and since that is so, 
why delay- ? 

Boletta. 

Yes, I suppose there is nothing else for it. Of 
course I ought to think of myself too, and try to 
find a position of some sort. When once father is 
gone I shall have no one to depend on.— But poor 
father,—1 dread the thought of leaving him. 

Arnholm. 

Dread- ? , 

Boleti’a. 

Yes, for his own sake. 

Arnholm. 

But, bless me, what about your stejirnother ? 
She^will still be with him. 

Boletta. 

Yes, that's true. But she is not at all fitted for 
all that mother knew so «well how to do. There 



251 


ACT III.] THE LADY FROM THE SEA. 

are so many things she doesn’t see—cJt perhaps 
will not see—or trouble herself about. I don’t 
know which way to put it. 

Arnholm. ** 

Il’in,—I think I understand what you mean ? 

Boi.etta, 

Poor father,—he is weak in certain ways. I 
daresay you have noticed that yourself. You see 
he hasn't enough work to fill up his whole time; 
and then she is quite incapable of being any sup¬ 
port to him.—That is partly his own fault, however, 

Arnholm. 

How so ? 

Boleita. 

Oh, father always likes to see cheerful faces 
around him ; there must be sunshine and content¬ 
ment in the house, he says. So I am afraid lie 
oftep lets her have medicine that does her no good 
in the long run. 

Arnholm. 

Do you really think so ? 

Boletta. 

Yes, I can’t get rid of the idea. She is so 
strange at times, YVeheme7iiltf.'\ But it does seem 
hard, does it not, that 1 should have to stay on at 
home here ? It does not in reality help father at 
all; and I can’t but feel that I have duties towards 
myself too. 

Arnholm. 

rn tell you what, my dear Boletta,—we must 
talk all this over more tlyiroiighly. 
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* Boletta. 

Oh, that won’t help much; I daresay I was 
created to pass my life here in the carp-pond.. 

' Arnholm. 

Not at all. It depends entirely upon yourself. 

Boletta. 

[Eagerljf.'\ Do you think so ? 

Arnholm. 

Yes, believe me; it lies wholly and solely in 
your own hands. 

Boleita. 

Oh, if it only did-! Do you mean that you 

will put in a good word for me with father ? 

Arnholm. 

1 will do that too. But hrst of all I want to 
speak frankly and without reserve to you yourself, 
iny dear Boletta. [I^oks out to the le/tJ] Hush ! 
Let no one notice anything; we'll finish our ‘talk 
by-and-by. 

Ellida entei's from the left. She tvears no hal^ but has 
a light shawl thrown over her head und shoulders. 

Ellida. 

[WUh nervous anima/iofi.] How nice it is here . 
How delightful' 

Arnholm. 

Have you been out walking? 

Ellida. 

Yes, a long, long splendid walk with Wangel. 
And now we are going qut for a sail. 
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IjoLETTA. 

Won’t you sit down ? 

Elliua. 

No thank you ; 1 couldn’t sit. 

Boletta. 

[Afooirtff along the bench. ^ 'riiere’s plenty of room. 

Kllida. 

[ Walking about.] No no no, I couldn't sit; 1 
couldn't sit. 

AilNllOLM. 

Your walk has surely done you good ; it seems 
to have exhilarated you. 

Elijua. 

Oh, 1 feel so thoroughly well. I feel so un¬ 
speakably happy ! So safe ! So safe- \Looks 

out to the lejl.] What large bteamer is that 
coming in ? 

Boletta. 

m 

[Rises and looks It must be the big 

English boat. 

Arniiolm. 

They are mooring her to the buoy. Docs she 
generally stop here ? 

Bole'cta. 

Only for half an hour; she goes farther up the 
fiord. 

Ellida. « 

And then outward again—to-morrow; out on 
thei great open sea; right over the sea. Think 
of going with her! If one only could ! If one 
only could 1 
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j Aknholm. 

Have you never taken a long sca-vogage, Mrs. 
Wangcl ^ 

Ellida. 

Never iii*my life ; only little trips in the fields. 

Boletta. 

[With a «g/i.] Oh no, we have to put up with 
the dry land. 

Arniiolm. 

Well, at any rate, tliat is our natural element. 

\ 

Klmoa. 

No, 1 don’t think so at all. 


Arniiolm. 

Not dry land ? ‘ 

Elmoa. 

No, I don’t believe it. I believe that if men 
had only accustomed themselves from the first to 
live their life on the sea—or even in the sea—we 
should by this time have been far more pdi*fect 
than we are;—both better and happier. 

Arnholm. 

Do you really believe that ? 

Ellida. 

Well, at any rate, it is a theory of mine. I have 
often talked of it with Wan gel. 

• Arniiolm. 

li^rfleed ! And he-? 


Ellida. 

Oh| he tlidnks there may be something in it. 
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Armiolm. ) 

1 V , 

Well, who knows ? But w'hat’s done 
^ JljSw We have once for all taken the wrong 
turiftn^^nd become land animals instt'acl of sea 
anil! als.^.^All things coiisid<’red, I'm afraid it is 
too late u>w to rectify the error. 

f Ellida. 

Ves, that ii the mournful truth. And 1 believe 
pe^j))e have an instinctive feeling of it themselves 
—it haunts them like a secret sorrow and regret. 
Berlicve me, this lies at the very root of the 
melancholy of m£.nkind. 1 am sure it does. 

Arnholm. 

But my dear Mrs. Wangcl,—I have never« 
noticed that people are so profoundly melancholy. 

I should say, on the contriiry, that most people 
take life cheerfully ^nd lightly—with a great, calm, 
unconscious joy. 

Ellida. 

Oh no, that is not so. That joy—it is just like 
our joy in the long, light summer days. It has in 
it the foreboding of the darkness to come. And 
this foreboding casts its shadow over the joy ot 
mankind,—-just as the driving scud casts its 
shadow over the fiord. There it lies all blue and 
shining ; and then all of a sudden- 

Boletta. 

You shouldn’t let yourself dwell on such ^ad 
thoughts. You were so bright and cheerful 
moment ago- 

Ellida. 

Yes yes, so I was. All this is—it’s so stupid of 
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me. [Lojks uneasily aitmtid.] If only 

would come down here. He promised so I 

faithfully ; and yet he doesn’t come. 

have forgotten. Dear Mr. Arnholm^ you 

go and find *nim for me ? ^ ^ 

\ 

Ahnholm. 

Yes, with pleasure. 

Elm DA. 

Teli him that he really must come utoiice; for 
now I cannot see hihi-— 

Ahnholm. 

Not see him-? 

Ellida. 

ph, you don’t understand mei When he is not 
present, I often can’t remember what he looks 
like; and then it seems as though I had lost him 
utterly.—It’s so terribly painful. Do go ! 

[iS7*c fvafiders over in the direction 
pond. 

CoLETTA. 

[To Ahnholm.] I will go with you ; you don’t 
know- 

Ahnholm . 

Oh dou*t trouble; I sliall manage—— 

Bo LETT A. 

{In an undertone^ No no, I am uneasy. I'm 
afraid he is on board tIvE steamer. 

Ahnholm. 

Afraid? 
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Boletta. • 

V es, he generally goes to see if there is any one 
he knows among the passengers ; and there’s a. 
refreshment bar on board- 

Arnijolm. 

Ah ! Come along then. 

[ He and Boletta go out to the 
Ellida stands awhile gazing into the pond. 
From time to time she talks soft Ip and in 
broken phrases to herself 

Outside on the footpath, beyojid the gardefi fence, 
a Stranger in travelling dress utters from 
the left. He has bushy, reddish hair and beard, 
wears a Scotch cap, and has a travelling-wallet 
slung across his shoulder by a strap. 

The Stranger. 

[Walks slowly along by the fence, and looks into the 
garden. When he sees Ellida he slops, looks intently 
and searchingly at her, and says sofUy .’] Good 
evening, Ellida! 

Ellida. 

[Turns round and cries oW.] Oh my dear—have 
you come at last ! 

The Stranger. 

Yes, at last. 

Ellida. 

[hooks at him, astonished and apprehensive. Whb 
are you ? Are you looking for some one here ? 

The Stranger. 

You know T am. 

IX 


R 
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^ Ellida. 

[Taken ahack.\ What is this ? How strangely you 
speak to me ! ^ Who is it you arc looking for ? 

The Stranger. 

You know 1 am looking for you. 

Ellida. 

[5/nrij.] Ah--! [Ga!3es at him a moment, 

staggers backwards^ and h’eaks out into a half- 
smothered shriekS\ The eyes I—TJie eyes!. 

I 

The Stranger. 

Well,—are you beginning to recognise me at 
last ? 1 knew you at once, Ellida. 

Ellida. 

The eyes. Don’t look at me like that ? I will 
call for help. 

The Stranger. 

Hush, hush ! Don’t he afraid. I will dp you 
no harm. 

.. Ellida. 

[Holds her hands over her ejjes.^ Don’t look at me 
like that, I say ! 

The Stranger. 

[Leans his arms upon the garden fence.'\ 1 came 
with the English steamer. 

Ellida. 

[Glances shrinkingly at him.'\ What do you want 
with me ? 

* He has addressed her, as he does throughout, by the 
familiar du —‘Uhou." She always uses the formal De in 
speakLog to him. • 
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The Stranger, • 

/ 

1 promised I would come again^ as soon as 1 
could— 

Ellida. , 

Go! Go away again ! Never—never come 
here any more! I wrote to you that everything 
must be at end between us ! Everything 1 You 
know I did! 

The Stranger, 

[Unmoved, without answering.'\ I wanted to come 
to you sooner^ but 1 could not. At last I saw my 
way ; and here 1 anij Ellida. 

Ellida. 

What do you want with me ? What are you 
thinking of ? What have you come here for ? 

The Stranger. 

You know quite well that I have come to take 
you away. 

• Ellida. 

[Shrinking back in terror.] To take me away * 
Is that what you intend ? 

• The Stranger. 

Yes, of course. 

Ellida. 

But surely, you know that 1 am married 2 

The Stranger. 

Yes, I know it. 

^ Ellida. 

And yet-! In spite of that, you have come 

to—to^take me away ! • 
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The Stu anger. 

Yes, you see I have. 

Ellida. 

§ 

f/Vt’.yjcj both her hands to her head.^ C>li this 
fearful-! Oh this terror, this terror- I 

The Stiiangeh. 

^erhaps you do not wish to come ! 

Elmda. 

Hcside ncrscif.^ Don’t look at me like that i 

The Strangkh. 

Do you not wish to come, I ask ? 

Ellida. 

No, no, no! I will not I Never to the end or 
time ! I will not, I say ! I neither can, nor will! 
[Lo 7 i;cr.] I dare not, either. 

The Stii anger. 

[Climbs over the fetice and comes into the garden.Ji 
Very well then, Ellida—let me just say one single 
thing before I go. 

Ellida. 

[Tries to escape, biU cannot. She stands as ij 
paralysed with fear, and supports her.wlf against a 
tree-trunk near the pond,] Do not touch me! Do not 
come near me ! Stay where you are! Do not 
touch me, I say j 

The Stranger. 

[Cautiously, coming a step or two towards her.] 
You must not be so afi^aid of me, Ellida. 
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Ellida. 

[Puis her hands before her c^esJ] Do not look at 
me like that \ 

The Stranger. 

Don’t be afraid^ don’t be afraid. 

Doctor Waxgel comes through the garden 

from ike lejl, 

Wangel. 

[Before he has quite emerged Jr07n among the trees, ^ 
Well, I’ve kept you waiting a nice time. 

Ellida. 

[Bushes to him^ clings fast to his arm and cries, 
Oh Wangel,—save me ! Save me—if you can I 

Wangel. 

Ellida,—what in heaven’s name — ! 

Ellida. 

• _ 

Save me, Wangel ! Don’t you see him? Tliere 

he stands ! 

Wangel. 

[Looh at the Stranger.] That man there ? 
[Got'.v towards him.] Who are you, may I ask ? 
And why have you come into this garden ? 

The Stranger. 

[Ifulicates Ellida bu a nod,'] I want to speak to 
her. 

Wangel. 

Indeed. Then I suppose It was you——~ ? [To 
Ellida.] 1 hear a stranger called at the house 
and asked for you. • 



262 


THE LADY FROM THE SEA. [aCT 111. 


The Sxr4Mger. 

Yes, it was 1. 

Wanoei, 

And what do yoa want with ifly wife ? FTi^nw.] 
Do you know him, Ellida ? 

PALLIDA. 

[So/i///j n’ringing her hands,^ Do I know him ? 
Yes, yes, yes ] 

Wangel. 

[Ilasiily.'] Well ? 

Ellida. 

Oh, it is he, Wangel! It is lie himself! He,— 
you know-! 

Wangel. 

What? What do you say? \Turns.^ Are you 
the man Johnston, who was-? 


The Stranger. 

Well—you can call me Johnston if you like. It 
is not my name though. 


Is it not ? 


Wangel. 
The Stranger.' 


Not now, it isn’t. 

Wangel. 


And what can you want with my wife ? For of 
poiirse you know that the lighthouse-keeper’s 
daughter has been married for years. And you 
must know, too, who her husband is. 


The Stranper. 

I have known that for more than three years. 
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Ellida. , 

[Eagerly,1 How did you come to know it ? 

The Stranger. 

I was on my way home to you. I ^ame across 
an olfl newspaper—one from these parts ; and in 
it was the notice of your marriage. 


Ellida. 

[T^ookmg slraigkt before her.^ My inarriage< 
So it was that- 


The Stranger. 

It came upon me very strangely. For the 
linking of the rings—tliat was a marriage, too, 
Ellida. 

Ellida. 

her hnnds before kcrjace.] Oh-! 

W ANGEL. 

How dare you-? 

The Stranger. 

Had you forgotten it 

* Ellida. 

[Cties out, as though she felt his look,'\ Do not 
stand looking at me like that 1 


Wangrl. 

[Confronting Idm,^ Be so good as to address 
yourself to me, and not to her. Briefly now— 
since you understand the situation—what can you 
have to do here } Why do you come here and 
seek out my wife ? 
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j The Stranger. 

1 hacl promised Ellida that 1 would come to het 
as soon as I could. 


Wang EL. 

Ellida-^ 1 Again! 


The Stranger. 

And Ellida had promised faithfully to wait for 
me till I came. 

Wangel. 

I observe that you call my wife by her first 
name. That sort of familiarity is not usual here. 


The Stranger. 

I know that very well. But as she belongs 
first of all to me- 


Wangel. 

To you ! Still^-1 


Ellida. 

[Shrinks hehiiul Wangel.] Oh-! He will 

never set me free ! 

Wangel. 

i. 

To you ! You say she belongs to you ! 

The Stranger. 

Has she told you about the two rings ^ My ring 
and Ellida 6 ? 

i 

Wangel. 

Yes, certainly. But what then ? She broke it 
oiFagain afterwards. You received her letters; 
so you know it perfectly well. 
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The Str.inger. ^ 

Ellkla and I were fully agreed that the linking - 
of the rings was to be in every way as valid and 
binding as a marriage. 

Ellida. * 

But 1 refuse, I tell you ! Never in this world 
will I have anything more to do with you ! Do 
not look at me like that I I will notj 1 tell you ! 

Wang EL. 

You must be out of your senses if you think you 
cun come here and found any claim upon sucli a 
piece of child's-play as that. 

The Stranger. 

That is true. In the way you mean, I have 
certainly no claim upon her. 

Wang EL. 

' What do you want to do then ? You cannot 
imagine tliat you can bake her from me by force, 
—against her own will ! 

The Stranger. 

No. What would be the use of that ? If Ellida 
is to be mine, she must come of her own free will. 

Ellida. 

[S/ar/s and cries ou/.] Of my own free will— • 

Wanoel. 

And can you suppose-! 

Ellida. 

[To Aerscif.] My own free will-! 
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Wan O EL. 

t, 

' You must be out of your mine]. Take yourself 
off! We have nothing more to do with you. 

‘ The Stranger. 

[Looks at his nmtchj] It will soon be time for 
me to go on board again. [Advances a siepA Well 
well, Ellida—now I have done w'hat I had to do. 
[Still nearer.'\ 1 have kept the word 1 gave you. ' 

Ellida. 

[Imploringltj, shrinking atvay.^ Oh, do not 
touch me ! 

The Stranger. 

I give you till to-morrow night to think it 
over- 

Wangel. 

There is nothing to think over. Leave this 
place at once ! 

The Stranger. 

[Still to Ellida.] 1 am going up the fiord in 
the steamer now ; to-morrow night I shall return, 
and then I will see you again. You must wait for 
me here in the garden ; for I prefer to settle the 
matter w'ith you alone, you understand. 

Ellida. 

[Softly and trembling.'] Oh, do you hear that. 
Wkngel ? . 

Wangel. 

Do not be alarmed. We shall find means to 
prevent this visit. 
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The Stranger. , 

Good'bye for the presen tj Ellida. To-morrdw 
night then. 

Ellida. 

[In a tone of entreaty.^ Oh, no, no,—do not come 
to-rnorrow night! Never come again ! 

The Stranger. 

And if by that lime you should be of a mind to 
come with me over tlie sea- 


Kli.ida. 

Oh, do not look at me like that——- 

The Stranger. 

I only mean tliat in that case you must be ready 
to start. 

Wangel. 

Go into the house, Ellida. 

Ellida. 

I cannot. Oh, help me ! Save me, Wangel! 

. The Stranger. 

For you must remember this, that if you do not 
come with me to-morrow, it will all be over. 

Ellida. 

[LooA-a' at him, iremhlingJ\ Will it all be over ? 
For ever-? * 

The Stranger, 

[With a nod.] Beyond recall, Ellida ! I shall 
never return to this countrv; you will never see 
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me any more, nor hear from me cither. I shall 
he as thoug-li dead and gone fromyou^ for evermore. 

Ellida. 

[Breathes m Oh-i 

The Stranceii. 

So think carefully what you do. Good-bye. 

t ile clhnbs over the fencey stops, and says .■] Well, 
Ellida,—be ready to start to-morrow night; for 
then I will come aiil take you away. 

[lie goes slowly and calmly along the foot¬ 
path and out to the right. 

Ellida. 

[IBooks after him a whileS\ Of my own free will, 
he said ! Think of that— he said that I should go 
with him of my own free will. 

Wang EL. 

Be calm, be calm. He is gone now, and you 
shall never see him again. 

Ellida. 

Oh, how can you say that ? He is coming again 
to-morrow night. 

Wanoel. 

Let him come ; I will see that he does not meet 
you. ’ 

Ellida. 

[Sliahes her head.^ Oh Wangel, do not think 
that you can prevent him. 

Wangel. 

Yes I can, dearest—rely upon me. 
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Elltda. • 

without lijitiniing to hhnJ\ When he 

hats been here—to-niorrow niglit-And when 

he has gone away in the steamer, over the 
sea-? • 

Wan GEL. 

Well, w'hat then } 

Ellida. 

I wonder whether he will never-never come 
jigaiii } 

Wang EL. 

No, dear Ellida, yon may feel absolutely secure 
on that point. What could he do here after this ? 
He has heard now', from your own lips^, that you 
will have nothing to do with him. Tliat ends the 
whole thing. 

Ellida. 

[To herself.] To-morrow then—or never. 

W ANGEL, 

And even if he should take it into liis head to 
come again- 

Ellida. 

[Eagerly^ What then-? 

f 

Wangel. 

Why, W'e know how to make him harmless. 

Ellida. 

Oh, do not think that. 

Wangel. 

We know what to do, I say! If nothing else 
will make him leave you in peace, then he shall 
answer for the murder o^ the captain. 
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^ Ellida. 

[Vekemenll^,^ No, no, no-! Never thftt! 

We know nothinfy about the murder of the 
captain ! Absolutely nothing [ 

Wanoel. 

We know nothing ! Why, he himself confessed 
it to you j 

Ellida. 

No, nothing about that! If you say anything, 1 
will deny it. He shall not be caged ! His place 
is out on the open sea. That is his home. 


El 


Wanoel. 



Ah, Ellida— 


Ellida. 

[Clings to him passionately.^ Oh dear one, faith¬ 
ful one—save me from that man ! 


Wanoel. 

[Gently disengaging himself. Come ! Come 
with me! 


Lynostrand and Hilda, both with fislimg-tackle^ 
appear from the right beside the jiond. 

Lynostrand. 

c[Goes rapidly towards Ellida.] Oh, what do 
you think, Mrs. 'Wangel—1 have something won¬ 
derful to tell you 1 


What is it ? 


Wanoel. ‘ 
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Lynostrand. • 

Just fancy—we have seen the American ! 
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The American ? 


Wangel. 


Hilda. 


Yes, I saw him too. 

Lyng strand. 

He went round by the back of the garden, and 
then on board the big English steamer. 

Wangel. 

Where have you known that man ? 

Lynostrand. 

I was at sea with him once. I was quite sure 
he was drowned ; and here he appears as large as 
life. 

Wangel. 

Do you know anything more about him ? 

Lynostrand. 

No; but Tm sure he has come back to be 
reveitged on his faithless wife. 

Wangel. 

What do you mean ^ 

Hilda. , 

Mr. Lyngstrand is going to make a statue of 
him. 


Wangel. 

1 don’t understand a '^ord- 
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I 

» Ellida. 

You shall liear all about'it by-and-by, 

Aunholm and Boleti’a enter from the left along the 
Joolpalli outside the garden fence, 

IloLETTA. 

. [To those i?i the garden Come and look I The 
English steamer is going up the fiord. 

\_A large steafner glides slon'lij past at some 
distance. 

Lyngstrand. 

[To Hiloa, near the ga}denfe}U'e.~\ I am sure he 
Avill come down upon her to-night. 

Hilda. 

[NodsSl Upon his faithless wife—yes. 

Lyngstrand. 

■Fancy,—^just at midnight. 

Hilda. 

I think it will be thrilling. 


Ellida. 

[Looking after the ship.^ To-morrow then- 


Wangel. 

4^nd after that, never again. 

Ellida. 

[Sofibj and trembling.] Oh Wangel—save me 
from myself. 
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Wanoel. 

[Looks anxiouslif at /^er.] Ellida! 1 feel it—- 

there is something behind all tliis. 

Ellida. 

All that allures is behind ic. 

Wanqel. 

All that allures- } 

Ellida. 

That man is like tJie sea. 

[•SA<? goes sfon'ii^ and in deep thought through 
the garden out to the left. Wanoel 
walks uncasUj/ bij her sidcj observwg 
fter intentitf. ' 


fX 



ACT FOURTH. 

Garden-rooin at Dr. Wangei/s. Doors right ami 
left.. In the back, between the two windows, an 
open glass door leading out to the verandah. A 
portion oj' the garden is seen below. A sofa and 
table in front o?i the left. To the right a piano^ 
and farther bojck a large flower-stand. In the 
middle of the floor a round talde frith chairs about 
it. On the table, a rose-bush in bloom, and other 
plants in pots about the room. It is forenoon, 
Boletta is seated on the soj'a by the table, left, work¬ 
ing at a piece of embroidery. Dyngstrand sils 
on a chair at the upper end o f the table. Balle- 
8TEO is seated vi the garden, paititing. Hilda, 
stafids beside him, looking on. 

Lvnostrand. 

[jSkYj silent awhile with his arms on the tahlcg 
watching Boletta at work.^ It must be very diffi¬ 
cult to sew edging like that. Miss Wangel. . 

Boletta. 

Oh no, it's not so difficult, if only you are care* 
ful to count right- 

Lyngstrand. 

Count ? Have you to count? 

Boletta, 

Yes, the stitches. ‘^Look hers. 
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' Lvnostrand. 

Whjj so you must! Fancy! It’s almost a kind 
of art. Can you draw too ^ 


Bo LETT A. 

Oh yes, when I have a copy before me. 


Lyngstrand. 

Not unless ? 


Boletta. 

No, not unless. 

Lyngstrand. 

Then it’s not really art after all. 


Boletta. 

No^ it’s more of a—a knack. 


Lyngstrand. 

But I should think, now, that you could prob< 
ably learn art ? 

Boletta. 

Even though I have no turn for it ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, in spite of that—if you could be always 
with a real born artist- 


Boletta. 

Do you think I could learn from him ? 

I 

Lyngstrand. 

I don’t mean " learn *’ in the ordinary sense. 
But 1 think it would come to you by degrees—by 
a sort of miracle, Miss Wangel. 
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Boletta. 

That is a strange idea. 

j Lyngstrand. 

[After a pause.l Flave you thought much—I 
mean—have you thought at all deeply and 
seriously about marriage^ Miss Waiigel ? 


Boletta. 

\Glances at him.'\ About-No. 


I have. 


Lyngstrand. 


Boletta. 

indeed; have you } 


Lyngstrand. 

Yes. I very often think about things of that 
sort; and particularly about marriage. And then 
I liave read a good deal on the subject too. 1 
think marriage may be counted a sort of miracle : 
the woman is transformed, as it were, by degrees, 
and comes to resemble her husband. 


Boletta. 

Acquires his interests, you mean ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, that’s just it! 

Boletta. 

' Well, but what about his abilities ?—his talent 
and skill ? 

Lyngstrand. 

H'm — well—I wdnder wliether they, too, 
wouldn’t— • • 



ACT IV.] THE LADY FROM THE SEA. 


277 


Boletta. • 

'Then do you think that what a man has mastered 
by reading—or by his own thought—can be passed 
on in this way to his wife ? ^ 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, that too; by degrees ; as if by a miracle. 
But of course I know that this could only happen 
in a marriage that is faithful, and loving, and really 
happy. 

Bolei’ta. 

Has it never occurred to you that perhaps a 
husband might be absorbed in the same way into 
his wife ? Might come to resemble her, X mean. 

Lyngstranu. 

A husband ? No, I have never thought of that 

Boletta. 

But why not the one as well as the other ? 

Lyngstrand. 

No ; a man has his vocation to live for, yo:i 
know. And that is what makes a man so strong 
and resolute. Miss Wangel. He has his life-work, 

Boletta. 

Every man ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Oh no. I was thinking mainly of artists. 

Boletta. 

Do you think it right foi^ an artist to marry ? 
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• Lyngstrand. 

Most certainly; if he can find some one he really 
loves- 

Boletta. 

Even then it seems to me that he should ratho^ 
live for his art alone. 

Lyngstrand. 

Of course he must; but he can quite well do 
that even if he marries. 

Boletta. 

But what about her^ then ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Her ? Who-? 


Boletta. 

The woman he marries. What is she to live 
for ? 

Lyngstrand. 

She too must live for his art. I should tliink 
that must be such happiness for a woman. 

- Boletta. 

H*m,—I am not so sure- 

Lyngstrand. 

Oh yes. Miss Wangel, believe me. It is not 
only all the honour and glory she enjoys through 
him j. that, 1 should say, is almost the least part 
orit But that she can help him to create,—that 
she can lighten his labour by being ever at his 
side, and tending him, and making life thoroughly 
comfortable for him. It seems to me that most 
be ^iich a delight for a yoman. 
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Boletta. 

Oh, you don’t realise how selfish you are ! 

Lyngstrand. 

Am I selfish ? Good heavens-• Oh, if you 

only knew me a little better-. [^Bends fonvara 

towards /ler.] Miss Wangel,—when I am gone,— 
and 1 shall be soon- 

■< I 

Boletta. 

[Looks at him sympaihelicallyP^ Oh don’t get 
such melancholy thoughts into your head. 

Lyngstrand. 

1 don’t see that it is so very melancholy. 

Boletta. 

How do you mean ? 

Lyngstrand. 

I shall be starting in about a month, first for 
home^ and soon afterwards for the South. 


Boletta. 

Oh, T see. Yes, yes. 


Lyngstrand. 

Will you think of me now and then, Miss 
Wangel } 

Boletta. 


Yes, gladly. 

Lyngstrand. 

[Joyfuily.'\ Oh, do you promise me tliat ? 


Yes, 1 promise. 


Boletta. 
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. Lyngstrand. 

Solemnly, Miss Boletta ? 

Boletta. 

Solemnly. * \Cha7tging her tone,'] Oh, but what 
is the use of all this P Nothing can ever come 
of it, 

Lyngstrand. 

How can you say that ? It would be such a joy 
to me to know that you were at home here thinking 
of me. 

' Boletta. 

Yes, but what more? 

Lyngstrand. 

Well, I am not quite certain about anything 
more- 

Boletta. 

Nor I. So many things stand in the way ; every 
possible thing stands in the way, it seems to me. 

Lvngstuand. 

oh, some miracle or other might happen. A 
happy turn of fate—or something of that s(»rt. For 
1 am convinced that fortune is on my side. 

BoLE'JT’A. 

[With animation.] Yes, that is right! Surely 
ou think so ’ 

. Lyngstrand. 

f I 

Yes, 1 am perfectly convinced of it. And then 
—in a few years—when 1 come home again a 
famous sculptor, with plenty of money, and as 
well as possible . 
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Boletta, • 

Yes, yes; let us hope you will. 

Lyngstrand. 

You may be quite sure of it—if ojfly you think 
faithfully and warmly of me while 1 am away in 
the South. And that you have promised to do. 

Boletta. 

Yes, I have. her h€ad.'\ But nothing 

will ever come of this, all the same. 


Iangstuand. 

Yes, Miss Boletta, this at Icajit will come of it, 
that 1 shall make the easier’and quicker progress 
with my group. 

Boletta. 

Do you think so ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, I feci it within me. And I thinlv it will 
be stimulating for you too,—here in this oiit-of- 
the-way place—to know that you are, as it were, 
helping me to create. 

Boletta. 

[ImoJcs at him.'] Well—but you, on your side ? 


I-? 


Lyngstrand. 

Bole'ita. 


\L,ooks out towards the garden.^ Hiisli ! Letais 
talk of something else ; here comes Mr. Amholm. 

[Arnholm is seen in the garden, on the left. 
He stops and speaks to Ballested and 
Hilda. 
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• Lyngstrand. 

Are you fond of your old teacher^ Miss Boletta ? 

Boletta, 

Am 1 fond of him ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes^ I mean do you like him? 

Boletta. 

Oh yes, I do indeed; he is such a good friend 
and adviser. And he is always so ready to help 
you whenever he can. 

Lyngstrand. 

Is it not strange that he has never married ? 

Boletta, 

Do you think it so strange ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes; they say he is well off. 

Boletta. 

I suppose he is. But it may not have been 
very easy for him to find any one who would have 
him. • 

Lyngstrand. 

Why ? 

Boletta. 

Oh, he has been the teacher of nearly every girl 
he knows. He says so himself 




Lyngstrand. 
But what does that matter? 
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.BoLETI'A. • 

Why, of course, one doesn’t marry a man who* 
has been one’s teacher! 


Lyngstrand. • 

Don't you think a girl could possibly love her 
teacher ? 


Boletta. 

Not after she is quite grown up 


Lyngstrand. 
Dear me ! How odd ! 


Boletta. 

[Wamingly.^ Hush, hush! 

[Ballested, who has meanwhile collected his things, 

carries them out through the garden to the 

right. Hilda helps him. Arnhulm comes uji 

into the verandah and enters the room. 

% 

* Arnholm. 

Good morning, my dear Boletta. Good morn¬ 
ing Mr.-Mr.-h’m ! 

\Ile looks annoyedj and nods coldly lo Lyno- 
STRAND^ who rises and bows 

Boletta. 

[Rises and goes to Arnholm.] Good morning, 
Mr. Arnholm. 

Arnholm. 

^ How are you all here to-day ? 

Boletta. 

Thanks, very well. 
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« Arnholm, 

Has your step-mother gone to bathe to-day 
again ? 

^ BoLF/n'A. 

Noj she is up in her room. 

Arnholm. 

Not quite well ? 

Boletta. 

I don’t know. She has locked herself in. 

Arnholm. 

H*m—has she ? 

I.YNOSTRAND. 

Mrs. Wangel seemed very much upset about 
that American yesterday. 

Arnholm. 

What do you know about it ? 

I 

Lyngstrand. 

I told Mrs. Wangel that I had seen him in the 
fleshy going round behind the garden. 

Arnholm. 

Oh indeed. 

Boletta. 

[To Arnholm.] You and father sat up late last 
night, did you not ? 

Arnholm. 

Yes, pretty late. We had an important ques¬ 
tion to discuss. 
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Boletta. • 

Did you get in a word with him about me and 
my aifaii's ? 

Arnholm. ^ 

Noj my dear Boletta. 1 could not manage it; 
he was so absorbed in something else. 


Boletta. 

Ah yes,—he always is. 

Arnholm. 

[I^ookmg Significantly at her.^ But remember, 
you and 1 are to have another talk about these 
things, presently.—Where is your father now } 
l:las he gone out ? 

Boletta. 

I think he must be down at the surgery. I’ll 
go and fetch him. 

^ Arnholw. 

No thank you, don’t do that. I would rather 
go down to liim. 

Boletta. 

[Listening to the Ze/i.] Wait a moment, Mr. 
Arnholm. I think 1 near father coming down¬ 
stairs. Yes. He must have been up attending 
to her. 

Dr. Wangel enters hy the door on iJie 


Wanoel. 

[Holds Old his hand to Arnholm.] Ah, my 
dear friend, are you here already ? It’s good oi 
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you to coAie so early; there are still several things 
1 want to discuss with you. 

t 

Boletta. 

[To LyngItrand.] Shall we join Hilda in the 
garden for a little while ? 

Lyngstrand. 

With all the pleasure in life. Miss Wangel. 

[He and Boletta 'go dorm into the garden, 
and out among the trees in the background. 

Arniiolm. 

[Who hcLS been following them with his eyes, tum^ 
to .Wangel.] Do you know much about that 
young man ? 

Wanqel 

No, very little. 

Arnholm. 

Then do you like him to be so much with the 
girls ? 

Wangel. 

Is he much with them ? I really hadn’t noticed 
it. 

Arnholm. 

Don’t you think you ought to keep an eye on 
that sort of thing ? 

Wangel. 

Yes, no doubt you are right. But, bless my 
soul, what is a poor fellow to do ? The girls have 
got so accustomed to look after themselves; they 
.will not listen to a wonl, either from me or from 
Ellida. 
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Arnholm. 

Not even from her ? 

Wang EL. 

No. And besides, I cannot expect her to inter¬ 
fere in Such matters ; it is not at a^l in her way. 
[Breaking qff.^ But that was not what we were 
going to talk about. Tell me—have you given* 
any more thought to it ?—to all that 1 told you 
last night } 

Arntiolm. 

I have thought of nothing else, ever since we 
parted. 

Wangel. 

And what do you think 1 ought to do in the 
matter ? 

Arnholm. 

My dear Doctor, I think that you, as a physi¬ 
cian, ought to know better than I, 

Wangel. 

Oh, if you only knew how difficult it is for a 
physician to form a valid judgment in the case of 
a patient he loves so dearly f And this is no 
common disorder either—no case for an ordinary 

physician, or for ordinary remedies. 

* 

I 

Arnholm. 

How is she to-day ? 

Wangel, 

I have just been up to see her, and she appeared 
to me quite calm. But behind ail her moods 
something seems to b^ hidden that eludes me 
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entirely# *’And then she is so variable—so incal¬ 
culable—so subject to sudden changes. 

Arnmolm. 

t 

No doubt that is due to her morbid state of 
mind. 

Wangel. 

Not entirely. The germ of it all is innate in 
her. Ell Ida belongs to the sea-folk; that is the 
trouble. 

Arniiolm. 

What do yon mean precisely, my dear Doctor ? 

Wangel. 

Have you not noticed that the people who live 
out by the* open sea are like a race apart ? They 
seem almost to live the life of the sea itself. 
I’here is the surge of the i^ea—and its ebb and 
flow too—both in their thoughts and in their 
feelings. And they never bciy transplantation. 
No, 1 should have thought of that before. It was 
a positive sin against Kllida to lake her away from 
the sea and bring her in here ! 

Arniiolm. 

Have you come to look at it in that light ? 

Wangel. 

Yes, more and more; but I oiiglit to have 
kitown it from the first. Oh, I did really know it 
then too, but I would not acknowledge it to my> 
self. I loved her so much, you see ! And conse¬ 
quently I thought firiSt of myself. In fact, I was 
utterly and unpardonabl^’^ selfish. 
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mi 

Arniiolm, J 

, H’m,—I am afraid every man is a trifle selflsh 
under those circumstances. But 1 can't say that 
1 have noticed that vice in youj Dr. Wangel. 

Wanoel. 

[^Wandering uneasily up and dorni.'] Oh yes! 
And I have been so since^ as ivell. 1 am so much, 
much older than she ; I ought to have been to 
her like a father and a guide in one. 1 ought to 
have done my best to develop and clarify her in¬ 
telligence. But unfortunately I have done nothing 
of the sort. 1 have not had energy enough, you 
see ! And in fact 1 preferred to have her just as 
she was. But then she grew worse and worse, 
and 1 was at my wits* end to know wliat to do 
[Lower ,That is why I turned to you in my per¬ 
plexity, and asked you to come to us. 

I 

Arnholm. 

[Looks at him in astonishment. What! Was that 
why you wrote to me } 

Wangel. 

Yes; but don't say anything about it. 

Arnholm. 

My dear Doctor,—what in the world—what 
good did you suppose I could do ? I don't under¬ 
stand. 

Wangel. 

* 

No, of course you do not; I had got upon a 
wrong scent. 1 fancied that Bllida had once 
cared for you, and that she still had a secret lean¬ 
ing in your direction. So 1 thought it might 

IX * T 
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perhaps do her good to sec you agaiiij and have a 
talk with you about home and old times. 

Arnholm. 

Then it was your wife you meant when you 
wrote that some one here was waiting and—and 
perhaps longing for me ! 

Wangel. 

Yes; who else? 

Arnholm. 

\Quickbj.'] Of course^ of course.—But I did not 
understand you. 

Wangel. 

Naturally not^ as I said before. I was on an 
entirely wrong scent. 

Arnholm. 

And you call yourself selfish ! 

Wangel. 

Oh, I had such a great error to atone for. I/elt 
I had no right to reject any expedient that could 
possibly ease her mind a little. 

Arnholm. 

What do you take to be the real explanation of 
the power this stranger exercises over her? 

Wangel. 

H’m, my dear friend—there may be sides to 
that question that don't admit of explanation. 

Arnholm. 

Something inexplicalile in itself, do you mean ? 
Entirely inexplicable ? 
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Wang EX.. % 

Inexplicable for the present^ at any rate. 

Arnholm. ^ 

a ^ 

Do you believe in such things ? 

Wangel. 

I neither believe nor disbelieve. I simply do 
not know. So I suspend my judgment, 

Arnholm. 

But tell me one thing : that strange^ uncanny 
idea of hers about the child's eyes- 

Wangel. 

[Eagerhf^ I don’t in the least believe that 
about the eyes ! 1 will not believe any such 

thing I It must be pure imagination on her part; 
nothing else, 

Arnholm. 

Did you notice the man’s eyes when you saw 
him yesterday ? 

Wangel. 

Yes, certainly I did. 

Arnholm. 

And you found no sort of likeness 

Wangel. 

[Evasively, H’m—upon my soul I don’t know 
what to say. It was not quite light when I saw 
him; and besides, Ellida had talked so much 
about this likeness beforehand—1 don’t think it 
was possible for me to observe him without any 
bias. 
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Arnholm. 

No, no; veiy likely not. But then the othe'it 
point: that all this dread and unrest came upon 
her just at tfee very time when this stranger wbuld 
seem to have been on his way home ? 

> 

W ANGEL. 

Well you see—that again is a belief she must 
have imagined and dreamt herself into, since 
the day before yesterday. It did not come upon 
her at all so suddenly—so instantaneously—as she 
now maintains. But since she heard from this 
young Lyngstrand that Johnston or Friman—or 
whatever he is called—was on his way home three 
years ago—in March—she has evidently persuaded 
herself that her mental trouble came on in the 
vei*y same month. 

Arnholm. 

And did it not ? 

Wanoel. 

Not at all. There had been unmistakable 
symptoms of it long before that.—It is true she 
happened—by chance—to have a rather severe 
attack precisely in the month of March, three 
years ago- 

Arnholm 

Well the n- - - • 

V Wangel 

Oh, but that is quite easily accounted for by the 
circumstances—the condition—she happened to be 
ill at that time. 

Arnholm. 

The indications may be read in eitlier way, 
then. • 
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Wanoel. 

[JVriTtging his hainds.'] And to be powerle^is to 
help her ! To be at the end of one's resources ! 
To see no sort of remedy-I 

Ahnholm. 


What if you made up your mind to a change ot 
residence—to move to some other place, where- 
she might live under conditions that seemed to 
her more home-like ? 


Wangel. 

My dear fellow, do you think I haven’t sug¬ 
gested that to her ? 1 proposed that ve should 

move out to Skiddvik. But she will not. 


Arnholm. 

Not that either ? 

Wanoel. 

No. She thinks it would be useless; and I dare¬ 
say she is right too. 

• Arnholsi. 

H*m—do you think so ^ 

Wangel. 

Yes; and besides—on considering the matter 
more closely—I really' don’t see how I could 
manage it. I scarcely think 1 should be justihed, 
on the girls’ account, in moving to such an out-of- 
the-way corner. After all, they must live where 
there is at least some cJiance of their one day 
being able to marry. * 

Arnholm. 

To marry t Have you that so much on your 
mind already ? 
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Wangel. 

Why, yesj of course ; I must think of that too ! 
But then—on the other hand—the thought of 

my poor sufl(^ring Ellida-! Oh, my dear Arn- 

holm—wlierever I turn, I seem to stand between 
hre and water! 

Arnholm. 

There may, perhaps, be no need for you to 
trouble about Boletta [Breahng off’.] I won¬ 
der where slie—where they have gone ? 

[He goes up to tfie open door and looks out. 

Wangel. 

[Beside the piano.'] OIi I should be so glad to 
make any possible sacrifice—for all three of them. 
—If only I knew what! 

Ellida efUers by the door on the left. 

Ellida. 

[Rapidly to Wangel.] Be sure you do not* go 
out this morning. 

Wangel. 

No no, certainly not; I will stay at home with 
you. [Points to Arnholm, who approaches.] But 
you haven’t said good morning to our friend } 

Ellida. 

yTums.] Oh, are you there, Mr. Arnholm? 
[liolds out her hand.] Good morning. 

Arnholm. 

Good morning, Mrs. Wangel. You have not 
gone for your bathe to-ciay as usual ? 
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Ellida. • 

No, no, no ! I couldn’t think of it to-day. Won't 
you sit down for a moment ? 

• Arnholm. ^ 

No thank you—not just now. [Looks at 
Wangkl.] I promised the girls I would join 
them in the garden. 

Ellida. 

Heavens knows whether you'll find them in 
the garden. I'never know where they may have 
got to. 

Wangel. 

Oh yes, they are probably down by the pond. 

Aunholm. 

I daresay I shall find them. 

[He 7iods arid passes across the verandah into 
the garden^ and out to the right. 

Ellida. 

What o'clock is it, Wangel ? 

Wangel. 

[Ijioks at his tvaichS^ It’s a little past eleven. 


Elijda. 

A little past; and at eleven or half-past to¬ 
night the steamer will be here. Oh, if it only 
were over ! * 

Wangel. 

[Goes closer to Dear Ellida, there is one 

thing 1 should like to ask you about. 
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_ I 

f ll^LLIDA. 

Wliat is it ? 

Wangel. 

The night before last—up at the Prospect—you 
said that dui^ng the past three years you had often 
seen him bodily before you, 

Ellida. 

So 1 have. 1 assure you 1 have. 

Wangel. 

Well, but how did you see him ? 

Ellida. 

How did I see him ? 

Wangel. 

I mean—what did he look like when you 
appeared to see him before 3 'ou ? 

Ellida. 

Why, my dear Wangel,—you know yourself 
now what he looks like. 


Wangel. 

And he looked like that when you seemed to 
see him ^ 


Ellida. 


Yes, he did, 

, Wangel, 

Exactly as you saw him in reality last evening ? 


Ellida. 




Yes, exactly. 
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Wanoel. • 

Then how did it happen that you did ^ot at once 
recognise him ? 

Ellida. 

Did I not ? . 

Wanoel. 

No. You yourself told me afterwards that at • 
first you did not in the least know who the stranger 
was. 

Ellida. 

[Impressed.} Yes, I really believe you are right! 
Was not that strange, Wangel } Think of my not 
knowing him at once ! 

Wangel. 

It was only by his eyes, you said 

Elliua. 

Oh yes—his eyes ! His eyes ! 

• Wangel. 

Well, but up at the Prospect you said that he 
had always appeared to you just as he was when 
you parted, ten years ago. 


Did I say that } 
Yes 


Ellida. 


Wangel. 


Elijda. ^ 

Then he must have looked at that time much as 
he does now. 

Wangel. 

No. You gave quite ^another description of 
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him on the way home, the night before last. Ten 
years ago he had no beard, you said. He was 
quite difierently dressed too And the breast-pin 

with the pearl in it . P He wore nothing of 

the sort yesterday. 

Ellida. 

No, he didn’t. 

Wanqel. 

[Looks intcnthj at herJ\ Now think a little, dear 
Ellida. Perhaps you cannot remember now what 
he looked like when you parted from him at Bratt- 
hammer } 

‘ Ellida. 

[Reflectively, closing her eyes for a mome7U.^ Not 
quite distinctly. No—I can't at all to-day. Isn't 
that strange r 

Wanqel. 

Not so very strange. A new and real figure has 
presented itself to you, and that obscures the old 
one^so that you can no longer see it. 

Ellida. 

Do you think so, Wangel } 

Wanqel. 

Yes ; and it obscures your morbid illusions too; 
so it is a good thing the reality has shown itself. 

Ellida. 

i. 

Good I Do you call it a good thing 

Wanqel. 

Yes; its coming—may be your salvation. 
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Ellida * 

herself on the sofa."\ Wancfel—^come here 
and sit by me. I must tell you all my thoughts. 

• Wangel, 

Yes do, dear Ellida. 

[He seats himself on a chair at the oilier 3^e 
of the table. 

Ellida, 

It was really a great misfortune—for both of 
us—that we two, of all peojile, should come 
together. 

Wangel. 

[tS’iarfj.] What do you say ? 

Ellida. 

Oh yes it was—and it could not but be. It 
could lead lo nothing but iinhappiiiess^especially 
considering the way we came together. 

• Wangel. 

Why, what was "wrong with the way— ? 

Ellida. 

Listen now, Wangel,—it is useless for us to go 
on any longer lying to ourselves—and to each 
other, 

Wangel. 

Are we doing so ? Lying do you say ? 

Ellida. 

Yes, lying. Or at any rate—concealing the 
truth. The truth—the sheer unvarnished truth is 
this : you came out there and—bought me. 
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it • 

u Wangel. 

Bought- Did you say—bought? 

■ 

Ellida. 

Oh, I wa£ not a bit better than you. I 'joined 
in the bargain. 1 went, and sold myself to you. 

Wangel. 

[Looks at her, deeply painedJ\ Ellida,—have you 
the heart to say so,.?* 

Ellida. 

Why, what else can you call it ? You could not 
l^ear the void in your house ; you looked about for 
a new wife- 

Wangel. 

And for a new mother for the children, Ellida. 

Ellida, 

That too, perhaps—incidentally, as it were. 
Although—^you did not in the least know whether 
1 was fit to be a mother to them. You had only 
seen me and spoken with me once or twice. But 
you took a fancy to me, and so- 

Wangel. 

Well, you may give it what name you please. 

Ellida. 

And I, for my part-. There was I, helpless 

and forlbrn, and utterly alone. What more natural 
than that 1 should accept the bargain—when you 
came and offered to maintain qie all my life. 

Wangel. 

I assure you I did nof^ think of it in that light. 
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my dedr Ellida. I asked you honestly if ybu would 
share with me and the children the little 1 could 
call my own. 

Ellida. 

Yes, you did. But, little or much, f ought not 
to have accepted ! 1 should never have accepted 
at any price ! I should never have sold myself! 
Better the meanest labour—better the deepest 
poverty—of my own free will—by my own choice! 

Wanoel. 

Tlien have the five or six years we 
ha we lived together been utterly wasted for you 

Ellida. 

Oh, you must not think that, Wangel! I have 
had all from you that any one could possibly desire. 
But I did not come into your home of my own free 
will,—that is the thing. 

Wangel. 

[Looks at her.'] Not of your free will ? 

Ellida. 

No; it was not of my own free will thatd cast 
in my lot with yours. 

Wangel. 

[SoJily.'\ Ah, I remember—the phrase he used 
yesterday. 

' Ellida. 

The whole secret lies in that phrase. It has 
thrown a new light on things for me; so that 1 see 
it all now. 

Wangel. 

Wliat do see ? , 
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‘ Ellida. 

I see that the life we two lead with each otlici 
—is really no marriage at all. 

« Wangel. ** 

[Buierhf,^ There you are right. The life w(? 

now lead is no marriage at all. 

Ellida. 

Nor the life we led before ; never; not from the 
outset. [Looks straight before hcr.^ The first— 
that might have been a real and true marriage. 

Wangel. 

The first ? What first ** do you mean ? 

Ellida. 

Mine,—^with him. 

Wangfl. 

[Looks at her in astonishment.'^ I cannot under* 
stand you at all « 

Ellida. 

Oh my dear Wangel, —do not let us lie to each 
other; nor to ourselves. 

Wangel. 

No, of course not! But what then ? 

Ellida. 

Why, don't you see—we can never get away 
from this—that a voluntary promise is tp the full 
as binding as a marriage. 

Wangel. 

Why, what in the world-1 ^ 
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Ellida. • 

[liiscs im 2 )etuousl 2 /.^ Let me leave you^ Wangel! - 

Wangel. 

Ellffla-: Ellida-1 

Eluda. 

Yes, yes—you must let me ! I can assure you 
there will be nothing else for it in the end—after 
the way we two came together. 

Wangel. 

[Controlling his emotion.] So it has come to this ! 

Ellida. 

It had to come to this ; no other end was 
possible. 

Wangel. 

[Loohs sorrowfully at her.] So even in oiir daily 
jife together I have not won you. You have never, 
never been wholly mine. 

Ellida. 

Oh Wangel—if only I could love you as I gladly 
would ! As tenderly as you deserve ! But I feel 
quite clearly—it will never be. 

Wangel. 

A divorce then } It is a divorce,—a formal, 
legal divorce,—that you want ? 

Ellida. * 

My dear, you do not understand me at all. It 
is not the forms that 1 care about. These external 
things seem to me to matter nothing. What I wish 
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is that ive two should agvee^ of our own free will^ 
to release each other. 


W ANGEL. 

[BiUerJif,7fpds slowly To cancel the barg*im,— 


yep. 

[Eagerly.l 


Ellida. 

Precisely ! To cancel the bargain. 


Wangkl. 

And after that^ Ellida ? Afterwards Have you 
thought of the outlook for both of us ? What 
shape will our lives take—both yours and mine ? 

Ellida. 

We must not let that influence us. The future 
must shape itself as best it can. 'fliis that I am' 
begging of you, Wangel,— this is the chief thing ! 
Set me free ! Give me back my full freedom . 


Wangel. 

Ellida—this is a terrible demand you make upon 
me. Let me at least have time to collect myself 
and come to a resolve. Let us discuss the matter 
more thoroughly. And do you, too, give yourself 
time to reflect what you are doing! 

Ellida. 

But there is no time to waste on all that. You 
must give me back my freedom this vety day 

Wangel. 

Why to-day ? 

Ellida. 

Because it is to-night .that he is coming. 
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Wangel. ’ 

Coming ! He ! What has the stranger 
to do witn this ? 

^ Ellida. 

I want to meet him in full freedom. 

Wanoel. 

And what—what do you intend to do then ? 

Elltda. 

I do not want to take refuge in the plea that J 
am another man’s wife—or that 1 have no choice 
left me. For then my decision would decide 
nothing. 

Wan OKI.. 

You talk of choice .' Choice, Ellida I Choice in 
this matter! 

Ellida. 

Yes, choose I must—freely choose either course. 
I must be free to let him.go away alone—or—to 
go with him. 

Wangel. 

Do you understand what you are saying ? Go 
with him I Place your whole fate in his hands ' 

0 

Ellida. 

Did I not place my whole fate in your hands ? 
And that—without thinking twice. • 

I 

Wanoel. 

That may be. But he! He ! A total stranger I 
A man you know so littlf about! 


V 
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" Ellida. 

I knew perhaps even less of you; and yet 1 
went with you. 

W ANGEL, 

At least you knew pretty well what kind of life 
you were entering upon. But now ^ N'ow ? Reflect! 
What do you know now ? Nothing whatever: not 
even who he is—or what he is. 


Ellida. 

[Loo^hig straight before herf\ Tliat is tru^. But 
that is just the terrible thing. 


W'^ANGEL. 

Yes, terrible indeed- 

Ellida. 

And that is why I feel as if I must give way 
to it. 

Wangel. 

[Looks at her.] Because it seeiAs to you terrible ? 

Ellida. 

Yes, just because of that. 

Wangel. 

[Nearer.] Tell me, Ellida—what do you really 
mean by terrible ** ? 

Ellida. 

V 

\ReJlecis.] I call a tiling teitible—when it both 
frightens and fascinates me. 


/ 


Fascinates ? 


Wanoel. 
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Ellida. 

Most of all when it fascinates me—I think. 

^ Wangel. 

[Slowly.\ You are akin to the sea. 


Ellida. 

There is terror in that too. 


Wangel. 


And in yourself no less. You both frighten and 
fascinate.^ 

Ellida. 

Do you think so, Wangel ? 


Wangel. 

I see that I have never really known you ; never 
thoroughly. I am beginning to understand tliat 
now. 

• Ellida. 

And therefore you must set me free! Loose 
me from every tie to you and yours ! I am not the 
woman you took me for; you see thal now your¬ 
self. Now we can part in mutual understanding 
—anil of our own free will. 


Wangel. 

It would perhaps be best for us botn 
—to part. But for all that, I cannot! To me it 

* For another rendering of the foregoing very difficult passage 
—especially difficult because of the frequent occurrence of " det 
grufulde ” "the terrible" in other contexts—the reader who is 
curious in such matters may consult the five-volume edition of 
IbseYi's Prose Dramas (vol. v. p. 210), where he will find it dis¬ 
cussed in a footnote. • 
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IS you that are terriblej" Ellida. And fascinat- 
ing—that you are above all things. 

1 Ellida. , 

Do you say so ? 

' Wangel. 

Let us try to get through this day with no false 
step—to act calmly and collectedly. I cannot 
release you and let you go to-day. I must not— 
for your own sake, Ellida, I assert my right and 
my duty to protect you. 


Ellida. 


Protect ? What is there to protect me against ? 
It is not any outward force or violence that 
threatens me. The terrible thing lies deeper, 
Wangel ! The terrible thing is—the fascination I 
feel in my own mind ; and what can you do against 
that P 


Wangel. , 

I can strengthen and support you in resisting it. 


. Ellida, 

Yes, —if I had the will to resist it. 


Wangel. 

Have you not the will ? 

Ellida. 

Oh, that is just what 1 don’t know • 

Wangel. 

To-night all will be decided, dear Ellida 
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Ellida. * 

[Breaks ont.'\ Yes, think of it---! The deci¬ 

sion so near ! The decision for all time ! 

Wanqel. 

--and then lo-morrow- 

Ellida. 

Yes, to-morrow ! Perhaps I shall liave forfeited 
my true future! 

Wangel, 

Your true- ? 

Ellida. 

A whole*, full life of freedom forfeiteel—forfeitf;d 
for me ! And ]ierhaps—for him loo, 

W A NOEL. 

[In a lower tone, seizing her the J Ellida,— 
do you love this stranger i 


Ellida. 

Do I-? Oh how can I tell! I only know 

tliat to me he is terrible, and iliat-- 


'End that 


Wangel. 

? 


Ellida. 

[Tears herself away.^ -and that f fee^ as 

though my place were with him. 


Wangel. 

[Bows his head,] 1 b^in to understand. 
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Ellida. 

And what help, what remedy have you to offer 
me ? 

^ Wanoel. 

\IjOoks sorronifuUi/ at her.'] To-morrow—he will be 
gone. Then you will be safe from disaster; and 
then I promise to release you and let you go. We 
will cancel the bargain, Ellida. 

Ellida. 

Oh Wangel-! To-morrow—it will be too 

late-I ^ 

Wangel. 

\_L(H)ks out towards the garden] The chvldren! 

The children-! Let us at least spare them— 

for the present. 

Arnholm, Boletta, Hilda, and Lynostrand 
appear in the garden. Lynostrand takes leave 
without entenng the house, and goes out to the 
left. The others cofne into the room. 

Arnholm. 

Ah, I can tell you we have been laying great 
plans- 

Hilda. 

We want to go out on the fiord this evening, 
and- 

BoLmTA. 

No, no, don't tell ! 

Wanoel. 

We two have also been laying plans. 

Arnholm. 


Ah—really ? 
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Wangel. 

To-morrow Ellida is going to Skioldvik—for r* 
time. 


C^i 


oing away- 


Boletta. 


Arnholm. 

That is very wise^ Mrs. Wangel. 


W’angel. 

Ellida wants to go home again; home to the sea. 


Hilda. 

[Wi/A a little rush towards Ellida.] Are you 
going away } Going away from us ! 


Ellida. 

[Startled, Why, Hilda! What is the matter 
with you ? 

Hilda. 

^Restraining herself.^^ Oh, nothing at all. [In a 
low tone, turning from Aer.] Go by all means ! 


Boletta. 

[Anxiously.'] Father, I can see—you are going 
away too—to Skioldvik ! 


Wangel. 

No, certainly not! I shall perhaps run out now 
and then- 


Boletta. 

And home again-? 


Yes, home 


Wangel, 
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<■ Bolktta, 

■now and then, I suppose ! 


Wangel. 

My dear child, it must be so. [He tvalks awat^, 

Arnuolm. 

[Whbpers.~\ I have something to say to you by- 
and-by, Boletta. 

[He goes over to Wangel. They converse 
in a low tone by the door. 

Ellida. 

[Sojlly to Boletta.] What was the matter 
with tlildaP She seemed quite beside herself'! 

Bor.ETTA. 

Have you never seen what Hilda has been thirst¬ 
ing for, day after day ? 

Ellida. 

Thirsting for? 

Boletta. 

Ever since you came into the house I 

Ellida. 

No, no,—what is it ? 

Boletta. 

One word of aifection from you. 


Ah- 


Ellida. 

! Wliat if there wxre work for me to 


do here ! 
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SIS 


clasps her hands above hef head and. 
looks immovabhf before her, as if a prey 
to conjliciing thoughts and moods, 
[Wanoel and Arnholm come forward cm- 
versing tn whispers. • 

[Boletta goes aitd looks into the side room 
on the right. Then she throws the door 
ivide open. 

Boi.etta. 

Well, father dcar'—tliniier is on the table,- 

Wang EL. 

[With forced composure Is it, chiltl ^ That's 
ri^lil. Ct)iTie along, Arnholm ! We will drink a 
parting cup with—W'itli “the lady from the sea.” 

[They go tarvards the door ofi the right. 



ACT FIFTH. 

The remote corner of Dr. Wangel's garden, hij the 
carp-pond. Deepening summer tmilight. 

ArniiolMj BolettAj Lyngsthand^ and Hilda^ in a 
boat on the fiord, are piintiTig along the shore 
from the left. 

Hilda. 

Look, we can easily jump ashore here 1 

Arniiolm. 

No no, don’t do it! 

Lyngstrand. 

1 can’t jump, Miss Hilda. 

Hilda. 

Can’t you jump either, Mr, Arnholm ? 

Arniiolm. 

1 would rather not. 

Boletta, 

Let us land at the bathing-house steps. 

\Thejf punt the boat out to the right. 

At. that momefit Ballested appears from the ight, 
on the footpath, carrying music and a Fretich 
horn. He greets those in the boat, turns, am! 
talks to them. Their anstvers are heard fort her 
and farther off. 
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Ballested. * 

What do you say ?—Yes of course it*s in honour 
of the English steamer. It’s her last trip this 
yea|^ But if you want to enjoy the music you 
mustn’t put off too long. \CalU %>«<.] What } 
{Shakes his head.'] Can’t hear what you say ! 

[Ellzda^ with a shawl over her head, comes 
in from the lejly followed hy Dr. WangeL. 

Wangel. 

But, my dear Ellida, I assure you there is ample 
time. 

Ellida. 

No, no,—there is not! He may come at any 
moment. 

Ballested. 

[^(hiiside, by the garden fence.] Ah, good even¬ 
ing, Doctor ! Good evening, Mrs. Wangel! 

Wangel. 

^Notices him.] Oh, are you there ? Is there to 
be music to-night again , 

Ballested. 

Yes. The Musical Society proposes to show 
what it can do. There’s no lack of festive occa¬ 
sions at this season. To-night it's in honour of the 
Englishman. 

Ellida. 

The English steamer ! Is it in sight already } * 

Ballested. 

Not yet; but you see it comes down the fionl 
among the islands. It is on you before you 
know where you are: 



3\6 


THE LADY FROM THE SEA. [acT V. 


^ Kllida. 

Yes,—that is true. 

Wangel. 

[Prtr/(y to ^LLTDA.] This is the last trip. rAftcr 
to-night wc shall see no move of it, 

Uallertkd. 

A melancholy thought. Doctor. But that’s 
why we are turning out in its honour, as I said 
before. Ah yes, ah yes! The ha]ipy sunimcr- 
tiine is drawing to a close. ''Soon will all the 
straits be ice-bound,” as they say in the tragedy.^ 

Kllida. 

All tlie straits ice-bound,—yes, 

Ballested. 

Mournful reflection ! For weeks and months 
now we have been joyful children of the summer; 
it is hard to reconcile oneself to the dark days. 
At first, that is to saj*'; for people can alcli—ac— 
climatise themselves, Mrs. Wangel. Yes they can 
indeed. [i/e bows and goes out to the left, 

Ellida. 

[Looks out across the fiord.\ Oh this torturing 
suspense ! This intolerable last half-hour before 
the decision ! 

Wangel. 

Then you are still bent on speaking with him 
yourself? 

r ' Ellida. 

I must speak with him myself; for I must 
make my choice of my own free will. 

* *'• Soart er idle sup'^*' lukket."—OeblenschUiger’s Hakon 
Jarl. , 
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Wanoel. 

You have no choice, Ellida. You cannot be 
allowed to choose—/ will not allow you. 

Ellida. 

Yol ^an never prevent my choosing; neither 
you nor anyone else. You can forbid me to go 
away with him—to cast in my lot with him—if I* 
should choose that. You can forcibly detain me 
here, against my will. That you can do. But the 
choice in my innerniost soul—my choice of him 
and not of you,—in case I should and must choose 
so,—that you cannot prevent. 

Wanc?el. 

No, you are right; I cannot ijreveiit that. 

Ellida. 

And then I have nothing to help me to resist! 
At home here tliere is nothing whatever to attach 
and bind me. I am utterly without root in your 
house, Wangel. The children are not mine— 
their hearts, I mean. They have never been 
mine.—When I go away—if I do go away—either 
with him t'o-night or out to Skioldvik to-morrow, 
—I have not a key to give up, not a direction to 
leave behind me, about an^-thing in the world. 
You see how utterly without root I am in your 
house; how I have stood entirely outside ot 
everything from the very first moment. 

Wangel. 

You yourself willed it so. 

Ellida. 

No, I did not. I haci no will one way op the 
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othex I Slave merely let everything remain as I 
found it the day I came. It is ypu—and no one 
else—who have willed it so. 

c Wangel. 

I meant to do what was best for you. 

Ellida. 

Oh yes, Wangel, 1 know that so well ! Hut now 
all this must be paid for ; it will have its revenge. 
There is nothing here now that has any binding 
power over me—^nothing to support—nothing io 
help me. There is no counter-fascination for me 
in what shbuld have been the dearest treasure of 
our common life. * 

Wangel. 

I 

1 see that well enough, Ellida; and so from 
to-morrow you shall have your freedom again. 
Hereafter you shall live your own life. 

Ellida. ^ 

You call that my own life! Oh no, my own 
true life slid into a wrong groove wlien I joined it 
to yours. [ClcTt^cf^s her hands together in fear 
and agiiaiton.'] And now—to-night—in half 
an hour—the man I have forsaken will be here— 
the man to whom my faith should have been in¬ 
violable, AS his has been to me i Now he is com¬ 
ing to offer me—for the last and only time—a 
chance of beginning life afresh—of living my own 
real life—the life that at once frightens and fas¬ 
cinates me—and that 1 cannot forgo. Not of 
my own free will! 

Wangeu 

That is just why you Require your husband— 

k. 
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and your physician also—to take the ^wer out 
of your hands, and to act on your behalf 

Ellida. 

V 

Yef, Wangel, I understand that vei^ well. Oh, 
there are times, you may be sure, when I feci as 
though there would-be safety and peace in cling¬ 
ing close to you, and trying to defy all the powers, 
that frighten and fascinate me. But 1 cannot do 
it. No, no,—I cannot do it! 

Wangel. 

Come, Ellida—let us walk up and down a little. 

Ellida. 

I should like to; but 1 dare not. You know he 
said that I was to wait for him herfe. 

Wangel. 

Do come. You have plenty of time yet. 

• « Ellida. 

Do you think so ? 

Wangel. 

Ample time, I assure you. 

Ellida. 

Let us walk a little then. 

\^They go out in J'ivnt, to the right. At the 
. sa7ne moment Arnholm a7id Boletta 
appear by the upper bank of the pond, ^ 

Boletta. 

[Catching sight of the retreating fgurcs,^ Look 
there-1 
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Arnholm. 

[Sojily.^ Hush ! Let them go. 

JBoletta. ^ 

Can you 'understand wiiat has been passing 
between them these last few days ^ 

Arnholm. 

Have you noticed any tiling ? 

Boletta. 

Have I noticed-1 

Arnholm. 

Anything particular ? 

Boletta. 

Oh yes ; many things. Have you not ? 

Arnholm. 

Well, I don't quite know-^ 

Boletta. 

Yes^ I am sure you have ; only you won't admit 
it. 

Arnholm. 

I think it will do your stepmother good to take 
this little trip. 

Boletta, 

po you ? 

Arnholm. 

Yes; I fancy it would be a good thing for 
every one if she were to get away a little now 
and then. 
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Boletta. 

rf she goes home to Skioldvik to-morrow^ she 
will certainly never come back again. 

« Arnholm. • 

Why, my dear Bolett;i, wliat have you got into 
your head ? 

Boletta. 

I am perfectly convinced of it. Just you wait' 
You shall see—she won't return. Not while 
Hilda and I are at home, at any rate. 

Arnholm. 

Hilda too ? 

Boletta. 

Well, perhaps Hilda might not matter so much. 
She is hardly more than a child yet ; and I believe 
in her heart she worships Ellida. But with me it 
is different, you see; a stepmother who is not so 
very much older than oneself- 

Arnholm. 

My dear Boletta—you may not have so very 
long to wait before leaving home. 


Boletta. 

Do you think so ? 
spoken to father about it ? 


[Hagerfy.l 
»oken to fa 


Have you 


Arnholm. 

Yes, I have done that too. 

Boletta. 

Well—and what did he say ? 
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c* Ahnholm. 

H'm—your father is so absorbed in other 
thoughts just now^- 

Boletta. 

Yes, yes, that is just what 1 told you. 

Arnholm. 

But so much I ascertaine<] from him, that you 
must not count upon any help from that quarter. 

‘ BoLE'ri’A. 

Not-? 

Arnholm. 

He put his position quite clearly before me, and 
showed that aiiytliing of the kind was a sheer im¬ 
possibility for him. 

Boletta. 

\1l€proackfuUy!\ Then how could you have the 
heart to stand there and make game of me ? 

Arnholm. 

Indeed I did not, dear Bolettji. It depends 
entirely upon yourself whether you will leave 
home or not. 

Boletta^ 

Depends upon me, you say } 

Arnholm. 

Whether you will go out into the world and 
learn all that your heart desires. Whether you 
will take part in all that, at home here, you so 
long for. Whether you will live your life under 
happier conditions, Boletta. What do you say f 
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Boletta. 

[Clasping her handsJ\ Oh how glorious- 
But all this is utterly impossible. If father 

neithtr will nor can- There is nc^one else in 

the whole world that 1 can turn to. 

Arnholm. 

Could you not let your old—your former tutoi' 
come to your aid ? 

Boletta. 

You, Mr. Arnholm ? Would you really-? 

Arnholm. 

Stand by you? Yes, with the greatest of 
pleasure, both in word and deed ; that you may 
rely upon. Do you accept my offer tlien ? Tell 
me ! Do you consent ? 

Boletta. 

Do I consent! To leave home—to see the 
world—to learn something really worth knowing 
—to do everything that has seemed to me most 
delightful and impossible-? 

Arnholm. 

Yes, all this is now within your reach, if only 
you will. 

Boletta. 

And you will help me to this unspeakable happi¬ 
ness Oh—but tell me—can I accept so great 
a gift from a stranger ? * 

Arnholm. 

You can quite well accept it from me, Boletta. 
From me you may accept anything. 
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Boletta. * 

[iS'ciscj his havids!] Yes, I really think I may. I 

don't know how it is, but- [ With an oulhursi of 

emotion,'] Oh—I could both laugh an^ cry 
for joy !—for sheer happiness ! Oh—to think that 
I shall learn what life is, after all; 1 was begin¬ 
ning to l?e so afraid that it would slip away from 
me. 

Ahmholm. 

, I 

You need not be afraid of that, dear Boletta. 
But now you must tell me quite frankly whether 
there is anything—any tie that binds you here ? 

Boletta. 

Any tie ? No, none. 

Arnholm. 

None at all ? 

BoLE'rTA. 

No, none whatever. ITiat is,—of course father 
is a tie—in a way. And Hilda too. But- - 

Arnholm. 

Well—^your father you will have to leave sooner 
or later; and Hilda too will one day take her own 
path in life ; that is only a question of time. But 
other.ivise there is nothing to bind you, Boletta ? 
No engagement of any sort ? 

Boletta. 

No, nothing of the kind. So far as that is con- 
<:erned,'l can quite well go wherever I please. 

Arnholm. 

Well then, if that is the case, my dear Boletta 
'—you shall come away, with me. 
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BoLeti’a. » 

[Claps her hands^ Oh great heaveiis-* what a 
joy to think of I 

Arnholm. 

1 hSpe you have full confidence in ? 


Boletta. 

Yes^ indeed 1 have. 

Arnholm. 

And you can place yourself and your future 
ully and fearlessly in my hands, Boletta? You 
feel you can, do you not ? 


Boletta. 

Oh yes, certainly ! Why should I not ? Can 
you doubt it ? You, my old tutor—my tutor in 
the old days, I mean. 


Arnholm. 


Not only because of that. I do not lay so much 
stress on that side of the matter. But—^well— 
since you are free then, Boletta—since there is no 
tie that binds you,—I ask you—if you would be 
willing—willing to unite yourself to me—for 
life ? 

Boletta. 

[Starts back in fear,'] Oh—what are you say¬ 
ing ? 

' Arnholm. 

_ « 

For your whole life, Boletta. Will you be my 

wife ? 

Boletta. 


- [Half to herself.] No, no, no! 
Bible ! Utterly impossible! 


This is impos 
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Arnholm. . 

Is it SO utterly impossible for you to-? 

Bolbtta. 

You surejy cannot mean what you are S&yinf^, 
Mr. Arnholm ? [Looks at /tern.] Or - Per¬ 
haps- Was this what you had in mind when 

—when you proposed to do so much for me ? 

Arnholm. 

Now you must listen to me a little, Boletta. 
It appears I have taken you quite by surprise. 

Boletta. 

Oh, how could such an offer—from you,—how 
could it fail to—to surprise me ? 

Arnholm. 

No doubt you are right. You did not know, 
of course,—you could not know, that it was for 
your sake 1 came here just now. 

Boletta. ' 

Did you come here for—for my sake ? 

Arnholm. 

Yes, I did, Boletta. I got a letter from your 
father this spring—and in it was a phrase which 
led me to believe—h'm—that you had kept youi 
former tutor in—in a little more than friendly 
remembrance. 

Boletta. 

^ How could father say such a thing } 

Arnholm. 

It appears that was not what he meant at all. 



ACT V.] THE iI.AJ3Y FROM THE SEA, 


327 


But in the meantime I had accustomec^ myself tc 
the thought that here was a young girl waiting- 
and longing for me to come again.—No, you 
mustn't interrupt me, dear Boletta! And, you 
see,-^when a man, like myself, is no longer in the 
first flush of youth, such a belief—?>r illusion— 
makes an exceedingly strong impression. A 
vivid—a grateful affection for you grew up within 
me. I felt I must come to you ; see you again 
tell you that I shared the feelings wdiicli I 
imagined you entertained for me. 

Boletta. 

But now, whe’n you know that it was not so! 
That it was a mistake ! 

Arnholm. 

That makes no difference, Boletta. Your 
image—^as it dwells in my heart—will always 
remain coloured and thrown into relief by the 
feeling that mistake aroused in me. Perhaps you 
Cjyiiiot understand this ; but so it is. 

Boletta. 

I never dreamed that anything of the kind was 
possible. 

Arnholm. 

But now that you see it is-? What do you 

say, Boletta ? Can you not make up your mind 
to—to be my wife ? 

Boletta. 

Oh, it seems so utterly impossible, Mr. Atn- 
holm. You, who have been my teacher ! I can¬ 
not imagine myself standing in any other kind of 
relation to you. 
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Arnholm. 

* ^ 

Well, well—if you feel absolutely sure that you 
cannot—then the relation between us remains 
unaltered, my dear Boletta. 

^ Boletta. 

How do you mean ? 

Arnholm, 

Of course I stand to my proposition, none the 
less. 1 will take care that you get away from 
home and see something of the world. I will 
enable you to learn what you really want to, and 
/ive in security and independence. Your more 
distant future, too, I will provide for, Boletta. In 
me you will always have a firm, steadfast friend to 
rely upon. Be sure of that! ' 

Boletta. 

Oh dear—Mr. Arnholm'—all this has become' 
quite impossible now. 

Arnholm. 

Is this impossible too ? 

Boletta. 

Yes, surely you can see it is ! After what you 
have said to me—and after the answer I have 

given you-. Oh, you must surely understand 

that I cannot accept such great favours from you ! 
I can accept nothing in the world from you; never 
after this 1 

Arnholm. 

Then would you rather stay at home here and 
let life slip away from you ? 
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^ BoLETTAk 

Oh, it is torture to tliink of it! 

Arnholm, 

Will you renounce all hope of seeing something 
of the outer world ? Renounce your chance of 
taking part in all that you say you are thirsting 
for? Can you know that life has such infinite 
possibilities—and yet be content to realise no 
single one of them ?x Think well, Boletta. 

Boletta. 

Yes, yes—^you are quite right, Mr. Arnholm. 

Arnholm. 

And then—^when your father is no longer with 
you—you might find yourself helpless and alone 
in the world. Or you might have to give yourself 
to another man—whom you—possibly—might not 
be able to care for, any more than for me. 

• 

Boletta. 

Oh yes,—I see quite well how true it is—all 

that you say. But still— !-Or perhaps, after 

all- 

Arnholm. 

\Qtiickly.’\ Well! 

Boletta. 

\I^o1es at him, undecided.^ Perhaps it might not 
be utterly impossible after all- ♦ 

Arnholm. 


W^hat, Boletta ? 



3do 


rilX LADY FROM THE 8BA. [aCT T, 


^ IJOLETTA. 

^ That I might—perhaps agree to—what—what 
you proposed to me. 

Arnholm. 

Do you mean that perhaps you might— 
That at least you would grant me the happiness 
of coming to your aid as a faithful friend ? 

f 

Boletta. 

No, no, no ! Never that! That would be abso¬ 
lutely impossible now. No—Mr. Arnholm—I had 
rather you should take me- 

Arnholm. ' 

Boletta ! Will you-! 

Boletta. 

Yes,—I think—I will. 

Arnholm. 

You will be my wife } 

\ 

Boletta. 

Yes ; if you still think you—ought to take me. 

Arnholm. 

If I think— ! [Seises her hand,] Oh thanks, 
thanks, Boletta! What you have been saying— 
your hesitation at first—that does not alarm me. 
If I do not fully possess your heart as yet, I shall 
know how to win it. Oh Boletta, how I will 
treajsure you \ 

Boletta. 

And I am to see the world; to take part in its 
life; you have promised me that. 
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Arnholm, 

And I hold to it. 

Boletta. 

^And I am to learn everything I want to. 

1 

Arnholm. 

I myself will be your teacher, as in the old days, 
Boletta. Think of the last year you were my 
pupil- 

Boletta. 

[In quiet $elf-dbsorptionS\ Fancy, — to know 
oneself free—to go out into the unknown world ! 
And then to have no care for the future; no 
constant fears about miserable money- 

Arnholm. 

No, you shall never have to waste a thought on 
such things. And, my dear Boletta, that is a good 
thing too, in its way—isn’t it now } 

Boletta. 

Yes, it is indeed. I know it is. 

Arnholm. 

[Putting his arm round her waist.'\ Oh you shall 
see how cosily and comfortably we will arrange 
our life ! And what peace and confidence there 
wilhbe between us, Boletta 1 

Boletta. 

Yes, I begin to- I really think—tlmt we 

ought to get on together. [Looks out to the right, 
UTid hurriedly disengages herself. Ah! Please 
don’t say anything about it! 
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^ Arni^olm. 

What is the matter, dear ? 

I 

Boletta. 

Oh, it*s tha^poor- Over there* 

Arnholm. 

Is it your father-? 

Boletta. 

No, it's the young sculptor. He is walking 
over there with Hilda. 

Arnholm. 

Oh, Lyngstrand. Why should you trouble about 
him ? 

Boletta. 

Oh you know how delicate and ill he is. 


Arnholm. 

Ves, if it isn’t all his imagination. 


Boi.etta. 

No, it is real; he cannot live long. But per 
haps it is best for him. 


■ Arnholm. 

■ ^ 
How 1;)est for him, my dear ? 

Boletta. 

Well because,—because 1 don’t think much 
would come of his art in any case.—Let us go 
before they come. ‘ 
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Arnholm. 

By all means, my dear Boletta. 

[Hilda and Lynqstrand appear keside 
the pond, 

Hilda. 

Hi! Hi! Won't you condescend to wait for us ? 

Arnholm. 

Boletta and i would rather go on ahead. 

[lie and Boletta go out to the left, 

Lyngstrand. 

iLaughs quieil^,\ It is quite amusing here just 
now ; everybody goes in couples ; always two and 
two together. 

Hilda. 

[hooks after tkem!] 1 could almost swear that 
he is making love to her. 

Lynostrand. 

Really r Have you seen anything to make you 
think so ? 

Hilda. 

Oh yes. It*s easy to see it—if you keep 
your eyes about you. 

Lyngstrand. 

But Miss Boletta will not have him. I am sure 
of that. 

Hilda. 

No. She thinks he looks so frightfully old : 
and she s afraid he'll soon be bald too. 
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Lynostrand. 

Ah, I don’t mean only because of that. She 
would not have him in any case. 

iu Hilda. * 

How can you know that ? 

r» 

Lynostrand. 

Well, because there is some one else she has 
promised to keep in her thoughts. 

Hilda. 

Only to keep in her thoughts ? 

«. 

Lynostrand. 

Yes, while he is away. 


Hilda. 


Oh, then I suppose it’s you she is to keep in 
her thoughts. 

Lynostrand. ^ 

Possibly. 

Hilda. 


Has she promised you that ? 


Lynostrand. 

ITes, only think—she has promised me that! 
But please, please don't tell her that you know 
about it. 

Hilda. 

Oh, don’t be adiraidj 1 am^as silent as the grave. 


Lynostrand. 

1 think it is so tremendously kind of her. 
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Hilda. 

And then^ when yon come home again—is it to 
be an engagement ? Are you going to marry her ? 

* Lyngstrand. ^ 

No, I scarcely think that would do. You see, 
marriage is^ out of the question for me for a few 
years yet; and then, when I have made my way/ 
she will be a bit too old for me, I fancy. 

Hilda. 

And yet you want her to go on thinking of you ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes; for it would help me so much; as an 
artist, you understand. And she, having no special 
vocation of her own in life, can so easily do it.— 
But it is kind of her, all the same. 

Hilda. 

Do you think, then, that you can get on quicker 
with your group if you know that Boletta is 
thinking of you at home here ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, I imagine so. You see, the knowledge 
that somewhere in the world a young, exquisite, 
silent woman is secretly dreaming of one— I think 

it must be so—so-. Well, I scarcely know 

what to call it. 

Hilda. 

Do you mean—thrilling ? 

Lyngstrand. 

ThrilliDgOh yes. ft is thrilling I mean or 
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something <of that sort. \lA}oks at her a moment."] 
You are so bright. Miss Hilda ; really you are very 
bright, you know. When I come home again you 
will be just about as old as your sister is now. 
Perhaps you will look as she looks now; and per¬ 
haps you will have grown like her in mind as well. 
Very likely you will be, as it were, both yourself 
and her^—in one body, so to speak. " 

9 

Hilda. 

Would that please you ? ^ 

Lyngstrand. 

1 don't quite know. Yes, I almost think so. 
But now—for this siinimer—I prefer you to be 
like yourself alone—^just exactly as you are. 

Hilda. 

Do vou like me best so ? 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, I like you exceedingly as you are. 

Hilda. 

H'm,—tell me,—as an artist—do you think I do 
right in always wearing light summer dresses ? 

Lyngstrand. 

. Yes, I think you do perfectly right. 

Hilda. 

Then you think bright colours suit me ? 

' Lyngstrand. 

Yes," charmingly, to my taste. ' • 
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Hilda. 

But tell me->-as an artist—how do you think 1 
should look in black ? 

^ Lyngstrand. 

In black, Miss Hilda ? 

^ Hilda. 

Yes, all ii;i black. Do you think I should look 
nice ? 

^ Lyngstrand. 

Black is scarcely the thing for the summer-time. 
But for that matter £ am sure you would look 
extremely well in black too. Yes, you have just 
the figure for it. 

Hilda. 

J[Gasing before hei'^ In black right up to the 
neck—a black ruffle—black gloves and a long black 
veil behind. 

Lyngstrand. 

If you were dressed like that. Miss Hilda, I 
shonld long to be a painter—so that I might paint 
a young, lovely, broken-hearted widow. 

Hilda. 

Or a young girl mourning for her betrothed. 

Lyngstrand. 

Yes, that would suit you still better. But you 
can’t wish to dress yourself like that ? 

Hilda. 

1 don’t kiiow; 1 think it is thrilling. 

Lyngstrand. 

Thrillinj!* ? 

IV 


y 
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[act V. 


« Hilda. 

liirilling to think of, yes. \Points suddenly to 
the left.] Oh, look there ! 


^ Lyngstrand. 

( 7 _ 

[Looking in the direction indicated^ The 
English steamer 1 And right in at the pier I 



Wangel and Ellida appear hp the pond. 


Wangel. 

No, I assure you, my dear Ellida, you are mis¬ 
taken. [Sees the others’] What, are you two here ? 
She is not in sight yet, is she, Mr. Lyngstrand ? 


Lyngstrand. 

The big English boat ? 

Wangeix 

Yes. 

Lyngstrand. 

[Pointing.] There she lies already. Doctor 

Ellida. 

Ah— : I knew it. 


Wangel. 

She is come! 

Lyngstrand. 

Come like a thief in the night, you might say 
—softly and noiselessly- 

Wangel. 

You must take Hilda down to the pier. Make 
haste I Tin sure she would like to hear the music. 
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Lyngstrand, • 

Yes, we were just going. Doctor. 

Wangel. 

vf^e will perhaps come afterwards. • WVll come 
presently. 

^ Hilda. 

[^Whispers to Lyngstrand.] Another pair, you 
see. [‘SAc and Lyngstra>'d go out through the. 

to the left. Distant music oj 
wind instTumenU is heard out on the fiord 
during wJwt follows. 

Ellida. 

He has come ! He is here ! Yes, yes—I feel it. 

Wancjel. 

You had better go in, Ellida. Let me see him 
alone. 

Ellida. 

,Oh—it is impossible! Impossible, I say ^ 
[ IVith a cry.'] Ah—do you see him Wangel! 

The Stranger enters from the left and stops on the 
footpath, outside the garden fence. 

The Stranger. 

[Sow5.] Good evening. I have come again 
vou see, Ellida. 

Ellida. 

Yes, yes, yes,—the hour has come. 

The Stranger. 

Are you ready to go with me ^ Or are you not ? 
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* .Wanqel. 

You can see for yourself that she is not. 

The Stranger. 

I tvas nqf thinking of travellirig-clothes*^ and 
trunks and that sort of thing. 1 have on board 
with me everything she requires for the voyage ; 
and I have taken a cabin for her. *[70 Ellida.] 
I ask you, then, if you are ready to come with me 
—to come with me of your own free will ? 

Ellida. 

[Imploring/ty.^ Oh, do not ask me ! Do not 
tempt me so I 

[A steamer-bell is heard in the distance. 

The Stranger. 

There goes the warning bell. Now you must 
say yes or no. 

Ellida. 

[Wrings her hemds."] To have to decide! To 
decide for all time! To do what can never *be 
undone I 

The Stranger. 

Never. In half an hour it will be too late. 

Ellida. 

« 

[Looks iimidlp and intentip at Aim.] What makes 
you hold to me so persistently ? 

The Stranger. 

^Do you not feel, as I do, that we two belong td 
each other ^ ' 

Ellida. 

Do you mean because of that promise ? 
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The Stranger. * 

Promises bind no one : neither man nor woman. 
If 1 hold to you persistently^ it is because I cannot 
do |>therwise^ 

Ellida. 

[Softly^nd trembling.'] Why did you not come 
sooner ? • 

Wanqel. 

Ellida! 

Ellida. 

[With an outburst of emotion.] Oh—what is it 
that tempts and allures and seems to drag* me into 
the unknown! The whole might of the sea is 
centred in this one thing I 

[The Stranger cUmhs over the garden 
fence. 

Ellida. 

[Shiinks hcJdnd Wangel.] What is it ? What 
do you want } 

The Stranger. 

• I see it—I hear it in your voice, Ellida—it is me 
you will choose in the end. 

Wangel. 

[^Advances towards him.] My wife has no choice 
in the matter. I am here to choose for her and 
—to protect her. Yes, protect her! If you do 
not get away from here—out of the country—and 
never come back—do you know what you expose 
yourself to ? 

Ellida. 

No, no, Wangel ! Not that! 

The Stranger. 

Wiiat will you do to^me ? 
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Wangel. 

I will have you arrested—as a felon ! At ones 
Before you can get on board ! 1 know all about 

the murder out at Skioldvik. « t, . 

w 

Ellida. 

Oh Wangel,—how can you-- ? • 

j 

The Stranger. 

I was prepared for tliat move ; afhi,^h ere fore,— 
[Takes a revotver out of his breast pockct\t —I have 
provided myself with this. 

Ellida. 

[Throws herself before Wangel.] No, no—do not 
kill him ! Bather kill me ! 

The Stranger. 

Neither you nor him ; be easy on that score. 
This is for myself; I will live and die a free man ! 

• 

Ellida. 

[PVith increasing agitation.^ Wangel ! X4et me 
tell you this—tell you in his hearing ! I know 
you can keep me here ! You have the power, and 
no doubt you will use it! But my mind—all my 
thoughts—all my irresistible longings and desires 
—these you cannot fetter I They will yearn and 
strain—out into the unknown—that I was created 
for—and that you have barred against me ! 

c 

Wanoel. 

[In quiet grief] I see it clearly, Ellida ! Step 
by step you are gliding away from me. Your 
craving for the limitless and the infinite—and for 
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the unattainable—will drive your mind quite out 
iiiLo the darkness at last. 

Ellida. 

On yes, yes,—I feel it—like black soundless 
wings hovering over me * 

Wang EL. 

It shall not come to that. 'Ihere is no other 
way of deliv^fMince for you; at least I st'c none. 
And therefore—therefore I—cancel our bargain 
on the sj)ot.—Now you can choose your own path 
—in full—full freedom. 

Ellida. 

[Gases at him awhile as if siirvchless.'\ Is this 
true—true—^what you say? Do you mean it— 
from your inmost heart ? 

Wanckl. 

^Yes,—from the inmost dejiths of my tortured 
heart, I mean it. 

Ellida. 

And can you do it? Can you carry out your 
purpose ? 

WAN('rKL. 

Yes, I can. I can—because of my great love 
for you. 

Ellida. 

[Sojlly and tretnhlin^ly.^ And I have come to 
be so near—so dear to you ! * 

Wangel. 

The years of our marriage have made you so. 
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Ellida. 

[Clasps her hands together^ And I,—I have been 
blind to it! 

Wangel. ^ « 

Your thoughts went in other directions. But 
now,—now you are set wholly free from me and 
mine. Now your own true life can return to 
Us—its right grove again. For now you can 
choose in freedom; and on your own responsibility, 
Ellida. 

Ellida. 

^Clasps her head with her hands and gases fixedly 
towards Wangel.] In freedom—and on my own 
responsibility ? Responsibility! This—this trans^ 
forms everything. [The steamer bell rings again. 

The Sthanger. 

Do you he/ir, Ellida ? The bell is ringing for 
the last time. Come away ! 


Ellida. ^ 

[Tvms towards him^ looks Jixcdly at hinif and says 
with determination in her voice.'] I can never go 
with you after this. 


The Stranger. 

You will not go ? 

Ellida. 

[Clings to Wangel.] Oh — after this I can never 
leave you! 

r Wangel. 

Ellida,—Ellida, 


The Stranger. 
It is all over then ? 
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Ellida. 

Yes Over for all time ! 

^ The Stranger. 

I see it. There is something here that is 
BtroHgci* than my will. 

• Kllida. 

Your will has no longer a feather’s weight with 
me. For ine^you are a deatl man, who has come 
home fiai^if^ie sea—and who is returning to it 
again. But 1 am no longer in terror pf you : you 
fascinate me no more. 

The Strang er. 

Good-bye, Mrs. Wangcl! {He vaults over the 
fence.] Henceforth you ^ are pothing but—a 
bygone shipwreck in my life. 

[lie goes vul to the left. 

Wang EL. 

Looks at her awhile.] Ellida—your mind Is like 
(he sea ; it has its ebb and flow. What brought 
the transformation 't 

Ellida. 

Oh, do you not understand that the transforma¬ 
tion cfime,—that it had to come—when 1 could 
choose in freedom. 

Wangel. 

And the unknown,—it fascinates you no longer } 

Ellida. 

It neither fascinates nor frightens me. I«couUl 
have seen into it—gone into it—if I had wished 
to. 1 M'as free i6 choose it; and therefore 1 was 
able to reject it. 

Here, for the first time, he uses the formal De. 
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Wangel. 

I begin to understand you—by degrees. You 
think and conceive in images—in visible pictures. 
Your longing and yearning for tljie sea —the 
fascination th5t he—the stranger—possessed for 
you—must have been the expression of an awaken¬ 
ing and growing need for freedom within you— 
nothing else. 

Ellida. 

Oh, I don’t know what to say to tft^sw,. But you 
have been a good physician for me. You found, 
—and you had the courage to use,— the right 
remedy—the only one that could help me. 

Wangel. 

Yes, in the last extremity of danger, we 
physicians have courage for much.—But now you 
will come to me again, will you nut, Ellida ? 

El LIDA. 

Yes, my dear, faithful Wangel—now I will come' 
to you again. 1 can now, for now I come to you 
ill freedom—of my own will—and on 4 ny own 
responsibility. 

Wangel. 

[Looks tenderly at her.'] Ellida ! Ellida ! Oh,— 
to think that we two can now live wholly for each 
other- 

Ellida. 

>and with all our memories in common. 
Yours—as well as mine. 

t Wangel. 

Yes, all in common, dearest! 
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Ellida. 

And our two children^ Wangel 


« . Wangel. 

fr 

Ours you call them! 


Ellida. 


They are not mine yet —but I sh*!! win them. 


Wangel. 


Ours-- ! [/Cm’cjs her hands jotfftiUy and 

quickly Oh, I thank you for that word more 
than I can tell. 


Hilda, Ballestkd, Lyngstrand, Arnholm, arid 
UoLE'i'TA come from the left itUo the garden. At 
the same time a number of young townspeople and 
summer visitors pass along the J’ooipaih. 

Hilda. 

[Half aloud^ to Lyngstrand.] Just look,—don’t 
she aiul lather look like an engaged couple ! 

^ Ballestkd- 

[Who has overheard,~\ It is summer time, little 
miss. 

Arnholm. 

\Ijooks towards Wangel and Ellida.] The 
English steamer is under way. 

Boletta. 

[Goes to the fence.'] You can see her best from 
Lere. 

Lyngstrand. 

The last trip of the season. 
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Ballested. 

'^Soon will all the straits be ice-bound," as xhe 
poet says. It is sad, Mrs. Wangel ! And I hear 
we are to lose you too for a time : yoij} go out io 
Skioldvik to.nforrow, 1 am told. 

Wangel. , 

No—that plan has come to nothing; this evening 
we two have changed our minds. 

I 

Arnholm. 

l^Loo/cing from one io the otherJ] Ah,—really * 

B0LETT4. • 

[ConuTigforward.'] Father—is this true? 

Hilda. 

[Going to Ellida.] Are you going to .stay with 
us after all ? 

Ellida. 

YeSj dear Hilda— if you will have me. , 

Hilda. 

[Struggling between tears and /oy.] Oh,—can you 
ask—if 1 will— ! 

Arnholm. 

[To Ellida.J This is really quite a surprise ! 

Eluda. 

[With a grave smile.] Well, you see, Mr. Arn- 
holrtv—. Hq you remember what we w^re 
speaking of yesterday ? When you have once Tor 
all become a land-animal—^you can never find tlie 
way back again—out to the sea. Nor to the sea- 
life either. 
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Ballested. 

Why^ that's just the case of my mennaid i 

. Ellida. 

Very like^t, yes. 

Ballested. 

Only with this difference, that the mermaid-—^ 
she dies of it. Human beings, on the contrary— 
they can acclj^—accli—matise themselves. Yes, 
1 assure Mrs. WangeJ, they can ac-cli-matise 
themselves. 

' Ellida. 

j 

Yes, in freedom they can, Mr. Ballested. 

Wangel. 

And under full responsibility, dear Ellida. 

Ellida. 

\Cliiickly, fwldingotU her hand to Aim.] That is 
the secret. 

• \The great steamer glides noise/cssly down 

^ the fiord. The 7»ii.ric u heard closer 
inshore. 


THE END. 
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